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Critical appreciations about the 
poetry of meditation 


PhD Professor A1 Cistelecan within the heading Avant la 
lettre, under the title Between reflection and attitude, 
appeared in the magazine Familia nr. 11-12 November- 
December 2015, pag.16-18, A1 Cistelecan considers about 
the poetry of meditation, of Sorin Cerin, that: 

"From what I see, Sorin Cerin is a kind of volcano 
textually, in continuously, and maximum eruption, with a 
writing equally frantic, as and, of convictions. In 
poetry, relies on gusts reflexive and on the sapiential 
enthusiasm, cultivating, how says alone in the subtitle of 
the Non-sense of the Existence, from here the poems "of 
meditation". 

One approach among all risky - not of today, 
yesterday, but from always - because he tend to mix where 
not even is, the work of poetry, making a kind of 
philosophizing versified, and willy-nilly, all kinds of 
punishments and morality. 
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Not anymore is case to remind ourselves of the 
words said by Maiorescu, to Panait Cerna, about 
"philosophical poetry," because the poet, them knows, and, 
he very well, and precisely that wants to face: the risk of to 
work only in idea, and, of to subordinate the imaginative, to 
the conceptual. 

Truth be told, it's not for Sorin Cerin, no danger in 
this sense, for he is in fact a passional, and never reach the 
serenity and tranquility Apolline of the thought, on the 
contrary, recites with pathos rather from within a trauma 
which he tries to a exorcise, and to sublimates, into radical 
than from inside any peace of thought or a reflexive 
harmonies. 

Even what sounds like an idea nude, transcribed 
often aphoristic, is actually a burst of attitude, a transcript 
of emotion - not with coldness, but rather with heat (was 
also remarked, moreover, manner more prophetic of the 
enunciations). 

But, how the method, of, the taking off, lyrical, 
consists in a kind of elevation of everything that comes, up 
to the dignity of articulating their reflexive (from where the 
listing, any references to immediately, whether 
biographical or more than that), the poems by Cerin, 
undertake steep in the equations big existential and 
definitive, and they not lose time in, domestic confessions. 

They attack the Principle of reality, not its 
accidents. Thus, everything is raised to a dignity 
problematic, if no and of other nature, and prepared for a 
processing, densified. 
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Risks of the formula, arise fatal, and here, because 
is seen immediately the mechanism of to promote the 
reality to dignity of the lyrism. 

One of the mechanisms comes from expressionist 
heritage (without that Sorin Cerin to have something else in 
common with the expressionists), of the capitalized letter, 
through which establishes suddenly and unpredictably, or 
humility radicalized , or panic in front of majesty of the 
word. 

Usually the uppercase, baptizes the stratum 
"conceptual" (even if some concepts are metaphors), 
signaling the problematic alert. 

It is true, Sorin Cerin makes excess and wastage, of 
the uppercase, such that, from a while, they do not more 
create, any panic, no godliness, because abundance them 
calms effects of this kind, and spoil them into a sort of 
grandiloquence. 

The other mechanism of the elevation in dignity 
rely on a certain - perhaps assumed, perhaps premeditated - 
pretentious discourse, on a thickening lexical, and on a 
deep and serious declamation. 

It is insinuated - of lest, even establishes - and here 
is an obvious procedure of imaginative recipe, redundant 
over tolerant. 

How is and normal - even inevitable - in a lyrical of 
reflection what wants to coagulate around certain cores 
conceptual, the modality immediate of awareness of these 
nodes conceptual, consists in materializing the abstractions, 
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making them sensual is just their way of to do epiphany 
lyrical. 

But at, Sorin Cerin, imaginative mechanics is based 
on a simple use of the genitive, which materialize the 
abstractions, (from where endless pictures like "the thorns 
of the Truth," "chimney sweeps of the Fulfillments," " the 
brushes of Deceptions" etc. etc.), under, which most often 
is a button of personification. 

On the scale of decantation in metaphors we stand, 
thus, only on the first steps, what produces simultaneously, 
an effect of candor imaginative (or discours ive), but and 
one of uniformity. 

Probable but that this confidence in the primary 
processes is due to the stake on decanting of the thought, 
stake which let, in subsidiary, the imaginative action (and 
on the one symbolized more so) as such. 

But not how many or what ideas roam, through 
Sorin Cerin's poems are, however the most relevant, thing 
(the idea, generally, but and in this particular case, has a 
degree of indifference, to lyricism). 

On the contrary, in way somewhat paradoxically, 
decisive, not only defining, it's the attitude in which they 
gather, the affect in which coagulates. 

Beneath the appearance of a speech projected on 
"thought", Sorin Cerin promotes, in fact, an lyricism (about 
put to dry) of, emotions existential (not of intimate 
emotions). 
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The reflexivity of the poems is not, from this 
perspective, than a kind of penitential attitude, an 
expression of hierarchies, of violent emotions. 

Passionate layer is, in reality, the one that shake, 
and he sees himself in almost all its components, from the 
ones of blaming, to the ones of piety, or tenderness 
sublimated (or, on the contrary, becoming sentimentalist 
again). 

The poet is, in substance, an exasperated of state of 
the world and the human condition and starting from here, 
makes exercises with sarcasm (cruel, at least, as, gush), on 
account of "consumer society" or on that of the vanity of 
"Illusions of the Existence". 

It's a fever of a figures of style that contains a curse, 
which gives impetus to the lyrics, but which especially 
highlights discoursive, the exasperation in front of this 
general degradation. 

So general, that she comprised and transcendental, 
for Sorin Cerin is more than irritated by the 
instrumentalization of the God (and, of the faith) in the 
world today. 

Irritation in front of corruption the sacred, reaches 
climax, in lyrics of maximum, nerve blasphemous 
("Wickedness of Devil is called Evil, / while of the God, 
Good. ", but and others, no less provocative and" infamous 
" at the address the Godhead); but this does not happen, 
than because of the intensity and purity of his own faith 
(Stefan Borbely highlighted the energy of fervor from the 
poetry of Cerin), from a kind of devotional absolutism. 
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For that not the lyrics, of challenge and blame, do, 
actually Cerin, on the contrary: lyrics of devotion desperate 
and passionate, through which him seeks "on Our True God 
/ so different from the one of cathedrals of knee scratched / 
at the cold walls and inert of the greed of the Illusion of 
Life 

It is the devotional fever from on, the reverse, of 
imprecations and sarcasm, but precisely she is the one that 
contaminates all the poems. 

From a layer of ideals, squashed, comes out, with 
verve passionate, the attitudes, of Cerin, attitudes eruptive, 
no matter how, they would be encoded in a lyrical of 
reflections. " 

PhD Professor Elvira Sorohan - An existentialist 
poet of the 21st Century 

To fully understand the literary chronicle written by 
Elvira Sorohan in Convorbiri Literare, “Literary 
Conversations”, which refers to an article written by Magda 
Carneci regarding Trans-poetry, and published in Romania 
literara, “Romania literary”, where specified what namely 
is poetry genuine, brilliant, the great poetry, on which a 
envies the poets of the last century, Elvira Sorohan, 
specifies in the chronicle dedicated to the poetry of Cerin, 
from, Convorbiri Literare, “Literary Conversations”, 
number 9 (237), pages 25-28, 2015 under the title An 
existentialist poet of the 21st century, that: 

Without understanding what is "trans-poetry", 
which probably is not more poetry, invoking a term coined 
by Magda Carneci, I more read, however, poetry today and 
now I'm trying to say something about one certain. 

Dissatisfied of "insufficiency of contemporary 
poetry" in the same article from in Romania literara, 
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"Literary Romania", reasonably poetess accuses in block, 
how, that what "delivers" now the creators of poetry, are 
not than notations of "little feeling", "small despairs" and 
"small thinking. " 

Paraphrasing it on Maiorescu, harsh critical of the 
diminutives cultivated by Alecsandri, you can not say than 
that poetry resulting from such notation is also low (to the 
cube, if enumeration stops at three). 

The cause identified by Magda Carneci, would be 
the lack of inspiration, that tension psychical, specific the 
men of art, an experience spontaneous, what gives birth, 
uncontrollably, at creation. 

It is moment inspiring, in the case of poetry, 
charged of impulses affective, impossible to defeated 
rationally, an impulse on that it you have or do not it have, 
and, of, which is responsible the vocation. 

Simple, this is the problem, you have vocation, you 
have inspiration. 

I have not really an opinion formed about poetry of 
Magda Carneci, and I can not know, how often inspiration 
visits her, but if this state is a grace, longer the case to look 
for recipes for to a induces ? 

And yet, in the name of the guild, preoccupation the 
poetess, for the desired state, focuses interrogative: "... the 
capital question that arises is the following: how do we to 
have access more often, more controlled and not just by 
accident, to those states intense, at the despised 
<inspiration>, at those levels, others of ours, for which the 
poetry has always been a witness (sic!) privileged ". 

We do not know whom belongs the contempt, but 
we know that the inspiration is of the poet born, not made. 

The latter not being than a craftsman and an artist. 

I have in front three volumes of lyrics of the poet, 
less known and not devoid of inspiration, Sorin Cerin, 
ordered in a logical decrescendo, understandable, Non - 
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sense of the Existence, the Great silences, Death, all 
appeared in 2015, at the Publishing Paco, from Bucharest. 

After the titular ideas, immediately is striking, and 
poetic vocabulary of the first poem, and you're greeted with 
the phrase "Illusion of Life" that spelled with capital letters. 

It is, in substance, an expression inherited from 
vocabulary consecrated of the existentialist, enough to 
suspect what brand will have the poems. 

Move forward with reading, being curious to see 
you how the poet remains on same chord of background, 
and how deep, how seriously lives in this idea, not at all 
new. 

And it is not new for that the roots of the 
existentialism, reformulated modern, draw their sap from 
the skepticism of biblical, melancholic Ecclesiastes, 
discouraged, in the tragic consciousness of finitude as 
destiny. 

It is the King biblical, an, existentialist avant la 

lettre. 

He discovers that " weather is to you be bom, and a 
time is to die", otherwise "all is hunting of wind". 

What else can be said new in our time, even in 
personal formula, when the existentialism has been 
intensively supported philosophically, in centuries XIX, 
and, XX, from Kierkegaard and up to Sartre, with specific 
nuances. 

A poem in the terms, of the existentialism status, 
more can interested the being of the our days, slave of 
the visual image and the Internet, only through adaptations 
or additions updated, complementary the central idea, and 
not finally, by the power of the return over of the self. 

It is about what you are trying to achieve the poet 
Sorin Cerin, leaving us, from the beginning, the impression 
that he lives the miracle creative, the inspiration. 

Wanting to guide the reader to search for a specific 
kind of poetry cultivated in these volumes (with one and 
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the same cover), author subtitled them, ne varietur "Poems 
of meditation", as and are at the level of ideas. 

But how deep and how personal, is the meditation, 
you can not say than at the end of reading, when you 
synthesize what namely aspects of ontology and from what 
perspective, intellectual and emotional, them develop the 
poet. 

Certainly, the existentialist poetry vocabulary 
universal, recognizable, is now redistributed in an another 
topic, what leads to combinations surprising of new , some 
daring, or terribly tough, such as those concerning the 
church. 

Reading only one of the three volumes is like as you 
them read on all, are singing on same chord with minimal 
renewal from, a poem to another. 

The poet closes in a unitary conceptual sphere, from 
here the specific rhetoric. 

Wherever you open one of the volumes, you are in 
the center of the universe poetic of the same ideas, the same 
attitude of skepticism outraged. 

At the level of language, the same vocabulary, well- 
tuned with the conceptual sphere, is recombined in new and 
new phrases with updates related to today's environment, 
and even immediately of the Being, thrown into the world 
to atone for the "Original Sin". 

It is known, because sages said, "Eva's son does not 
live in a world devoid of wails". 

The ambition to build a personal meditation, 
impossible to achieve at the level of poetic vocabulary, 
already tired, is compensated by the art of combination of 
the words, without being able to avoid redundant frequency 
of some phrases. 

The most frequent, sometimes deliberately placed 
and twice in the same poem is "Illusion of Life". 
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Dozens of others keywords, complementary, 
surprises by ostentatious use, to emphasize the idea of 
"Non-sense of Existence". 

Are preferred, series of words written with 
uppercase: "Moment," "Immortality," "Illusion," "Absurd," 
"Silence," "Death," "Eternity", "Absolute Truth", "Dream", 
"Free Will", "Original Sin", "Love", "Loneliness", 
"Alienation", "God" and many others. 

The phrase brings here and now, living 
problematized of the existence is "Consumer Society". 

Is released from poetry a frenzy of duplication of 
word, what supports the idea. 

Often this exuberant energy of rearrangement of 
words, covers what you looking for in poems composed on 
one and the same theme, namely, living intense affective of 
feeling of "illusion of life" inside, not outside. 

Here, we more mention of manner to distinguish the 
expressive words spelled with a capital letter. 

Rain of uppercase tends to flood few basic 
meanings of the poems. 

And more there's a particularity, the punctuation. 

After each verse, finished or not as, understood, 
grammatical or not, it put a comma; the point is put 
preferably only after the last verse. 

Otherwise than biblical Ecclesiastes, our poet, more 
revolted, than melancholic, do hierarchies of vanities pretty 
little ordered that you to can follow clear ideas. 

The significances is agglomerating, in one and the 
same poem, l ik e Hierarchy of the Vanity. 

But it's not the only one. 

Of blame can be contemporary reality which 
provokes on multiple planes, poet's sensibility. 

The word "the vanity" is engaged in a combination 
serious, sharp, put to accompany even the phenomenon of 
birth of the world, for to suggest, finally, by joins culinary 
very original, willfully, vulgar, disgust, "nausea", r la 
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Sartre, left behind by the consciousness of the absurd of 
existence. 

I sent at the poem. Industry Meat Existential: "Plow 
of the Vanity dig deep, / in the dust of the Existence, / 
wanting to sow the genes of the Illusion of Life, / for to be 
bom the World, / after a prolonged gestation, / in womb 
without limits, of the Lie, / that rests on Truth for to exist, / 
... ravens blacks of the thoughts, / by developing, / A true 
Industry of the Meat Existential, / beginning, / from steaks 
of, dreams on the barbecue of the Absurd, / up to, / sausage 
of highest quality of the Hopelessness. " 

What you find in this poem: paradox, nonsense, 
nihilism, disillusionment, dreams made ashes, all this and 
more will multiply, kaleidoscopic recombine in all creation 
contained in these volumes. 

If, the notions and synthetic concepts contained in 
words maintains their meaning constant, the fate of the 
"word" is not the same, seems to go toward exhaustion, as 
and the force of renewal of poetry. 

Have and the words their fate, apart from poetry, as 
the poet says. 

At first, paradoxically, "Autumn sentimental" is 
forsaken by the "harvests passionate of words" frantically 
collected, by the temper ignited of the poet in love only of 
certain words, those from existentialist semantics. 

Sometimes, "Flocks, of words, / furrow the sky of 
Memories". 

In registry changed, the word is tormented as a tool 
of media, violent, rightly incriminated of poet: "Words 
lacustrine / cry in pots of Martyrs, / put at the windows of 
brothels of Newspapers ...". 

Is deplored the fate of the words employed unusual, 
grotesque: "At butchery of Words, / in the street comer of 
the Destiny / are sold bones of phrases rotten, / legs of 
meanings for fried ...". 
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And with this fragment I have illustrated the 
originality resentful word combinations, which give free 
course the ideas, a poetic attitude provoked by the revolt 
against the nonsense of existence. 

Ultimately is metaphorise "the winter of the 
Words, / which snows over our Days ..." and is deplored 
their fate, the falling "in the Mud, of some Words, / 
obscene and full of invective", and finally, their death: 
"Cemeteries of words are strung in the souls, / what they 
will and hopes at Resurrection ... ". 

Here the words came back to poetry. 

But, the word is only the tool what not is only of the 
poet's, only of his, is the problem of background of 
existence illusory, perceived as such, in the existentialism 
terms from the early 21st century . 

This is the core, the leitmotif of dozens of poems 
signed by Sorin Cerin, distributed studied, I suppose 
symbolic numerological, in each volume 77 each, neither 
more or less. 

From the seed of this idea generously sown, rises 
for the poet tired of so much, kneaded thinking: "Herbs of 
questions what float lazily over the eyelids / of the Sunset, / 
what barely can keep ajar, / in the horizon of some 
Answers, / what appear to be migrated toward the cold 
distances of the Forgetfulness. " 

The note meditative of these lyrics is not entirely 
discouraging. 

The poet is neither depressed nor anxious, because 
he has a tonic temperament. 

He always goes from the beginning with undefeated 
statements the will, to understand, without accepting, as, 
thus, may to return toward the knowledge of self. 

In poetic images rare, is outlined a kind of summary 
of poetic discourse, focused in the poetry The Hierarchy of 
the Vanity, ended in contemporaneity terms of the absurd. 
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It's a way to renew what was more said, that "we eat 
absurd on bread." 

The plural indicates in poet an exponent in the name 
of man in general, "the granite" signifying the mystery 
impenetrable, of which is now facing "cane thoughtfully" 
"climbed up on the rocks of Life / we want to understand 
the granite as it is, / a reed conscious of self. 

II Demolish the pillars of Nature of the Illusion of 
Life, / trying to put in their place, / A Dream far stranger of 
ourselves. II ruined the Weakness , / ... becoming our own 
wrecks, / what wander to nowhere. II ... 

Would be the eyes of Consumer Society made only 
to/ watch the Hierarchy of the Vanities? 

Love that would deserve a comment of the nuances 
at which send the poetic images, is in the Dream and 
reality, an: " icon attached to the walls of the cold and 
insensitive, / of a cathedral of licentiousness, as is the 
Consumer Society, / which us consumes the lives / for a 
Sens what we will not him know, never. " 

Beyond the game of words, is noted, the noun 
seriously, what cancels altogether the sacredness of the 
cathedral. 

It's a transfer of meanings produced by the 
permanent revolt poured out upon the type of society we 
live in. 

Our life, the poet laments in the Feline Existential: 
"is sells expensive at the counter of the Destiny / for to 
flavor the Debauchery, / subscriber with card of pleasures, 
all right / at the Consumer Society." / ... "Empty promises / 
and have lost keys of the Fulfillment / and now make, 
Moral to the cartel of Laws / alongside the prostitutes 
politicians, of the moment ". 

Violent language, as poetic arrows thrown and 
against terrible degradation of politics, gives free course to 
the ideas, a type nihilistic rebellion, raised to the rank of 
principle. 
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Absolutely current target is even more evident 
when, in the poem, the Game of the Life with Death,, is 
criminali z ed in much the same terms, "Consumer Society 
Famine garden, / as, great athletes, of cutting of incomes / 
hysterical and false, scales of the Policy, / us skimp 
sparingly each, Moment ... ". 

Changing the subject, vocable "moment" in relation 
to "eternity", updates a note from the arsenal of specific 
words from the language of the great existentialist thinker 
who was the mystic Kierkegaard. 

After how attitudes clearly atheist, when it comes 
to God and the church, in the poems of Cerin , update 
hardness of language, with particularities of existentialism 
of Sartre, while Mathematics of the existence and many 
other poem, us bring back into the cultural memory the 
image of that "monde casse" perceived critical by the 
frenchman Gabriel Marcel. 

Perhaps the most dense in complementary 
concepts the "existence", between the first poems of the 
first volume, is Lewdness. 

Are attempts to give definitions, to put things in 
relationship through inversion with sense, again very 
serious accusatory, like the one with address at 
"monastery". 

Sure, unhappiness of the being that writes such 
poetry, comes not only from the consciousness of the fall of 
man in the world under the divine curse, but and from what 
would be a consequence, rejection, up to the blasphemy of 
the need for God. 

The interrogation, from the poetry, Lewdness, 
which, seems that leaves to the reader the freedom of to 
give particular answers, it's a trick of the poet aware of 
what affirms, at masked mode: "The existence is a ghost 
caught between two dreams, Space and / Time./ Peace will 
always be indebted to the War with her own / weapons, 
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Vanity of Democracy and Dictatorship ./ Which Lewdness 
has not its monastery and which murder /her democracy?" 

The poem continues with a new definition of 
"Existence" as a "gamble", accompanied by "Hope", never 
left at the mercy of "free will", which would give to man 
the freedom to change anything. It remains only the 
freedom of the being to judge her own existence, eternal 
fenced to can overcome the absurd. 

Nature demonstrative of the poet him condemns, 
extroversion, at excesses, that, scatters, too generous what 
has gathered hardly from the library of his own life and of 
books. 

Paradoxically, the same temperament is the source 
of power to live authentic feeling of alienation and 
accentuated loneliness, until to feel his soul as a "house in 
ruins", from which, gone, the being, fallen into 
"Nothingness", more has chance, of to be, doomed 
"Eternity". 

Remain many other comments of made at few 
words the poet's favorite, written with upper case. 

But, about, "Love", "God", "Church," "Absurd", 
"Moment and Eternity", "Silence" and "Death" maybe 
another time. 

Would deserve, because this poet is not lacked of 
inspiration so coveted by others, as wrote poet Magda 
Carneci, but he must beware of the danger of remaining an 
artifex, and yet not to step too pressed the footsteps from 
Bacovia or Emil Botta, toward of not them disfigure 
through excess. 

Ana Blandiana: "The poetry of meditation on 
which a writes Sorin Cerin is not a versification of 
philosophical truths, but a interweaving of revelations, 
about these truths. And the ratio of intensity of these 
revelations and doubt from which are constructed the truths 
is precisely the philosopher's stone of this poetry. 
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Moreover, secrecy of being able to fasten the lightning of 
the revelation is a problem as subtle as that of keeping solar 
energy from warm days into the ones cold. " 

PhD Professor Theodor Codreanu: "Sorin Cerin 
is a paradoxist aphoristic thinker, of, a great mobility of the 
mind, who controls masterfully the antitheses, joining them 
oxymoronically, or alternating them chiasmatic, in issues 
with major stakes from our spiritual and social life. Poetry 
from, the Free Will, is an extension of his manner of 
meditation, imbuing it with a suitable dose of kynism 
(within the meaning given to the word by Peter Sloterdijk), 
succeeding, simultaneously the performance, of to remain 
in the authentic lyricism even when blames "Ravens vulgar, 
necrophiliacs and necrophagous, of the Dreams". 

PhD Professor loan Holban "About the 
expressiveness and richness of meanings transmitted to the 
Other, by silence, Lucian Blaga wrote anthological pages. 
The poet of today writes, in Great Silences, a poetry of 
religious sentiment, not of pulpit, but, in thought with God, 
in meditation and in the streak of lightning of thought 
toward the moment of Creation. Sorin Cerin's poetry is of 
an other Cain wandering in the wilderness, keeping still 
fragments from the joy of Eden, to exit from "Vise" of the 
world, where, at the fallen man, collapses the horizon of 
soul, in the rains of fire and traces of lead. " 

PhD Professor Maria Ana Tupan : "The lyrical 
meditations of Sorin Cerin have something from the 
paradoxical mixture of despair and energy of the uprising 
from Emil Cioran's philosophical essays. The notification 
of tragicalness and grotesque of the existence, does not lead 
to psychical paralysis, but to nihilism exorcised and 
blasphemous. Quarrel with "adulterine God" - appellation 
shocking, but very expressive for the idea, of, original sin 
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of ... God who must be conceived the evil world through 
adultery with Satan - receives, accents sarcastic in vignettes 
of a Bibles desacralized, with a Creator who works to 
firmament at a table of blacksmith, and a Devil in whom 
were melded all rebels hippy-rap-punk-porto-Rican: 

[...] Stars alcoholic, of a universe, greedy, paltry and 
cynical, drinking by God at the table of Creation, 

on the lachrymose heavens of Happiness, scrawled, 
with graffiti by Devil, 

If the poet has set in the poem, To a barbecue, an 
exercise of Urmuz, success is perfect. Not only, ingenious 
jumps deadly for the logic of identity from one ontological 
level to another, we admire here, but and tropism, of, a 
baroque inventiveness of an Eucharist inside out, because 
in a universe of the life toward death, the one that is broken 
is the spirit, the word, to reveal a flesh ... Deleuze, animal, 
described as the meticulous anatomical map of a medical 
student. The poet us surprise by novelty and revelation of 
the definition aphoristic, because after the first moment of 
surprise, we accept the moralizing scenery of the time, with 
a past, dead, a future alive, and a present, illusory, contrary 
to common sentiment, that the lived life is our ego 
certainly, that only the present really exists, and that the 
future is a pure hypothesis. Cerin, redefines the human 
being as, finding the authenticity in multiplication mental 
of temal reality and as existentialist project ". 


PhD Professor Mircea Muthu : "The desperation 
to find a Sens to the contemporary existence fill the poetic 
testimony of Sorin Cerin, in which the twilight of language, 
associated with "broken hourglass" of time, is, felt - with 
acuity tragic - of, "our words tortured." 

"Meditation, turned towards self itself, of "the 
mirrors of the question" or of "the eyes" fabulous, of the 
Ocean endlessly, is macerated at the same temperature 
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febrile, of voltaic arc, enunciated - in short - of the phrase 
"rains of fire". 

PhD Professor Cornel Ungureanu : "Sorin Cerin 
proposes a poetic speech about how to pass " beyond ", a 
reflection and a meditation that always needs capital letters. 
With capital letters, words can bear the accents pressed of 
the author who walks, with so much energy on the realms, 
beautiful crossed by those endowed with the grace of the 
priesthood. Sorin Cerin ritualization times of the poetic 
deconstruction, if is to we understand properly the 
unfolding of the lyrics under the flag of the title. " 

PhD Professor Ion Vlad :_^Sorin Cerin has defined 
his poems from the book " The Great Silences ", " poems of 
meditation ". Undoubtedly, reflexivity is the dominant of 
his creation, chaired by interrogations, riots, unrest and 
dramatic research of SILENCE, topos of the doubts, of the 
audacity, and, of the adventure of the spirit, in the 
permanent search of the truth, and his poetry follows to an 
axiology of an intense dramatic. Is the lyric of the lucidity, 
meditation and of genuine lyricism ". 

Ph.D. Lecturer Laura Lazar Zavaleanu: 

"Intellectual formed at the school Bucharest, but sensing 
the need to claim it admiringly, from the critical model, of 
the school Cluj, where he identify his exemplary models in 
the teachers, Ion Vlad and Mircea Muthu, Sorin Cerin 
builds and the poetry intertextual, because the poet of the 
Great Silences, declares all over, his experts, identified 
here, intrinsically, with Blaga ( through philosophical 
reflection and prosodic structure, sometimes deliberately 
modeled after Poems of light) and Arghezi. The very title 
of the volume, the Great Silences, impose the imperative, 
of an implicit dialogue with the poetry of Arghezi bearing 
the same title. At the searches feverish from the Psalms of 
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Arghezi, of a God called to appear, answer them here the 
interpellations indefatigably of an apostate, believer, that is 
tom in the wilderness of the thought and of image broken 
mirrored by the world declared, between love denouncer, 
and affectionate revolt, between curse incantatory and 
disguised prayer, of eternally in love, without being able, to 
decline, in reality, fervor, although the word has 
experimented, aesthetic, the whole lexicon, blasphemously 
and apocalyptic. A duplicity of salvation, in fact, that - 
shouting the drama of alienation and of introspection 
missed, as and the impotence of the meeting with the other, 
or fear of overlapping with him, in a world whose meaning 
is wandered into "darkness of the camps of ideas", at the 
interference of a time and of a space reached ' at the end of 
border gives birth, in the litany, ' a rebours , the signs of 
creation redeemed, in full feast cynical, "on the table of 
potter of love". 

PhD Professor Calin Teutisan : "Poetry of Sorin 
Cerin declaim a fatal nostalgia of the Sense. Thinking 
poetic trying his recovery, from disparate fragments, 
brought back together by labor lyrical, imagining a possible 
map reconstituted, even fragmentary, of the world, but 
especially of the being. Using of metaphors, neo-visionary, 
is context of reference of these poems, crossed, from time 
to time, of parables of the real, "read" in the key symbolic, 
but and ironical. Cynicism is entirely absent in the lyrics of 
Sorin Cerin. This means that the lyrical personage, what 
speaks in this pages, namely, consciousness lyrical, put an 
ethics pressure over reality, thus forcing her to assume own 
forgotten truths. " 

PhD Professor Cornel Moraru : "Prophet of 
existential nothingness, the poet is part of category of the 
moralists, summing up in a fleeting manner, precepts 
aphoristic, and rough projections from a ecstatic vision of 
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the end of the world. His meditations develops a furious 
rhetoric on theme "nonsense of Existence", although 
expressing more doubts than certainties, and questions than 
answers. The intensity of involvement in this endeavor 
lyrical, touches, at a time, odds extremes: from jubilation to 
sarcasm, and from indignation again at ecstasy ..." 

PhD Professor Ovidiu Moceanu : "Through the 
cemeteries of the dreams, volume signed by Sorin Cerin, 
poetry of the great existential questions seeks a new status, 
by building in texts which communicate underground, an 
image of man interrogative. "Cathedral of the existence" 
has her pitfalls, "Absolute truth" seems unattainable, 
"White Lilies of the truth" can kill, "if not ventilates pantry 
of mind," the poetic ego discovers rather a "God too bitter" 
... All these are expressions of a state of great inner tension, 
in which the lucidity has wounded the revelation, and has 
limited the full living of the meaning of existence. " 

PhD Professor Dumitru Chioaru : "Speech 

prophetic, philosophical or poetic? - It's hard to determine 
in which fits texts of Sorin Cerin . The author, them 
incorporates on all three into a personal formula, seemingly 
antiquated, aesthetic, but, speaking with breath of, poeta 
vates, last words before Apocalypse. An apocalypse in 
which the world desacralized and dominated by false 
values, ends in order to can regenerate through Word ". 

PhD Professor Stefan Borbely : "Spirit deeply and 
sincerely religious, Sorin Cerin desperate search for the 
diamond hidden in the darkness of the rubble, of the ashes. 
A whole arsenal of the modernity negative - cups of the 
wilderness, water of the forgetfulness, slaughterhouses, the 
feast continuous of suffering, monkey of rotten wood, etc., 
etc. - is called to denounce in his lyrics, "lethal weapons of 
the consumer society" and "the madhouse" of the alienation 


24 



SORIN CERIN - DEATH 


by merchantability of our everyday existence. The tone is 
apodictically, passionate, prophetic, does not admit shades 
or replicas. "The new steps of faith" are enunciated 
peremptorily as hope of the salvation collective, "divine 
light" it shimmers in, deliverer, at end, still distant of the 
torture, but on the moment, the poet seems to be 
preoccupied exclusively rhetoric eschatological, glimpsing 
decadence, resignation moral or ruins almost everywhere 
where it can to walk or look " 

Gheorghe Andrei Neagu : "Defining for, this writer 
seems to be rightfully, the doubt, as the cornerstone of his 
poems (Mistake pg.73). I congratulate the author, for his 
stylistic boldness from " From the eyes of the divine light, 
page 81, as well as from the other sins, nestled in his 
creator bosom. I think Romanian literature has in Sorin 
Cerin a writer 3rd millennium that must be addressed with 
more insistence by criticism of speciality" 

Marian Odangiu : "Lyrical poetry of Sorin Cerin is 
one, of, the essential questions: the relationship of the 
Being with the Divinity, in a world of increasingly more 
distorted by point of view of value, -and distortionary the 
same time!-, disappearance of some fundamental 
benchmarks - attracting after themselves of interrogations 
overwhelming, and infinite anxieties - absence all more 
disturbing of some Truths, which to pave the way to 
Salvation, deep doubts demotivating on the Meaning of 
Life, absurd raised at the rank of existential reason, feeds 
the fear and anxieties of the poet. Such, his lyrics develop 
a veritable rhetoric of despair, in which, like an insect 
hallucinated of Light, the author launching unanswered 
questions, seeking confirmations where these entered from 
far in dissolution, sailing pained, but lucid, through images 
and metaphors elevated and convincing poignancy, builds 
apocalyptic scenarios about Life, Love and Death ..." 
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Eugen Evu : "... Books seem to be objects of 
worship - culture - own testament of a ceremonial ... of, the 
neo-knowledge, Socratic -Platonic under sign, " the General 
Governing of the Genesis " for instance. What is worth 
considered is also, the transparent imperative of the author 
to communicate in native language, Romanian. The 
loneliness attributed the Sacred, is however of the human 
being, in her hypostasis reductive, of the human condition 
.... How Vinea wrote the poet sees his ideas, or the 
mirroring in the ' room with mirrors ' of the universal 
library. A destiny, of course, personal, largely assumed, 
nota bene. In the volume, the Political, at the extreme of H. 
R. Patapievici poet is well cognizant of the problem Eliade, 
of the "fall of the human in politikon zoon"... Between 
rationalism and irrationalism, Sorin Cerin sailing on the 
Interconnection Ocean. " 
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1. Verbs without nouns 


It's raining with sky over the graces of the Hearts, 

what seem to not be known, never, 

the blood of passion of the suicides of Moments, 

who luxuriated on smudged tables by the mire of the 

Creation. 

of a Destiny corrupt by God, 
for to be vulgar and cynical, 
with souls who want to drink, 
at, the pub of the Existence, 
where is sold venom, very much, 
for to kill, 

what's left of the Verbs, 

which have not heard of Nouns, never, 

to clothe, 

the Afterlife, 

with coldness of their gaze, 
painfully of hot, 
when it contemplates, 
a tombstone, 
where it seems, 

that, would not be represented, 
on Nobody, never, 
in a World of the Illusion of Life, 
which actually does not exist. 
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2. The ashes of the Religion 


Oars rotten of dreams ready to erupt, 
break the lake of the Existence, 
giving birth to the Past. 

Pharaonic storms of Doubts, 

stop lava of Volcanoes of the Passions, 

to longer erupt, 

in the suburbs of their vices. 

Fumes of consolation, 

unveil the essences of the Truths false, 

of, the brothels, of Promises, 

what are still burning on the embers of the Innocence, 
whose ash has become Religion. 
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3. Church and Creation 


If God would no longer be the Creator, 
would ever more be existed ? 

The mistake becomes Perfection, and the Sin, Holiness, 
when the unique, alternative, is the World. 

Not exists greater honor than Death in this Existence, of, 
the Illusion of Life. 

Each altar has his adulatory, how and every church, 
the bricks of building her by the Creation. 
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4. The claims of the Absurd 


Meditations of the nonsense of Existence , 
want to shake off by the mane of the Knowledge, 
fierce lioness at the moribund head of the Consciousness, 
which us lack increasingly more. 

Towering troughs of pardons, 
stretch along and breadth of the, 
of, the Land of Human Miseries, 

desert desolated by the unseemliness of fortunes of dreams, 

what could not fulfill ever, 

the claims of the Absurd, 

of to be victorious, 

in front of the Death, 

for which exists the Life, 

with body and soul, 

torched by the Illusion. 
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5. The jellyfish of the rays 


Jellyfish of the rays of unrest, 

are hiding behind of curtains of smiles, 

of the clouds, of lead, 

what smash the open windows of the souls, 

knowing that shards bring luck, 

the Sky of the Words, 

what they had to be said a long time ago, 

to a God, 

who waits, by an eternity, 

to understand his own Creation, 

scrutinizing the sky, 

of the meanings and misunderstood, 

between the Good and the Evil, 

of to exist, 

of this Worlds. 
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6. Parishioners hurried 


The earrings of the Faith , 

seem to no more have, ears which to hear, 

liturgies of the Love, 

from, the pulpit princely, 

which crumble at every kiss, 

of the rains of fire, 

with the sky of the souls torched, 

in the Vanity of the aspirations. 

Parishioners hurried of meanings, 

want to wash, 

their dreams as quickly as, 

on their hands dirtied, 

of the seething blood, of hidden desires. 
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7. God's visa 


The steps, of the rains, of, Senses, 

are hiding behind of the long skirts, 

of the trees, of. Meanings, 

cut up to the roots, 

of the Absolute Truth, 

which seems to no longer have the sap, 

which is giving new seasons, 

of, the Knowledge. 

Only paltry crickets of the Policies, 

remained to propose new amendments, 

of the spiritual laws, 

regarding cutting forests of Moments, 

from the bosom of Eternity, 

of a nation with the name of Love, 

at which requested a visa even and the God, 

but, with regret, of his was rejected. 
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8. The Devil of the Truth 


Leave the roots of the Creation, 
to grow in place Religions rebel, 
from the demonstrations of force, 
of the Churches, 
what kneels the Destiny. 

Rusty weapons of Regrets, 
they still hit the God of Passions, 
who hid his beard, breed, of Dishonesty, 
in the trivets of the Marriage, 
with Devil of the Absolute Truth, 
of the Existence, 

what does no longer want to give interviews, 
to Nobody, 

after being chosen by Death, 
the Queen of the Illusion of Life. 
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9. The Cheap Passions 

How many revenges, God would be built, 
to the Cathedrals of Hearts, 
what beat, the Moments at every hour, 
exhausted and chased, 
by the World. 

Would be existed the Passions so cheap, 
that, they would have sold for a kiss, 
of, the Existence with Human Nature? 
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10. The nannies of the Innocence 


How many Revenges to be lit God, 
that would be accepted, to light up, 
Trash of Human Nature, 
precisely of, New Year of the Hopes, 
whose ashes were taken, of long time, 
toward, the Heavens of some Words, 
full of the Clouds of Despondency, 
whose lead, 
fall harder than never, 
in the rains of fire of Souls. 

Crematoriums of Dreams, 

float in the air of the Vain Promises, 

employed by Truth , 

as Nannies of the Innocence. 
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11. Vicissitudes 


I believe in Destiny, 

more than in Wonder, 

of to be, the Becoming of the Existence. 

Me tear up of the rope of the Illusion, 

because, I not accept to hang myself, by the Moments, 

on which I have not ever understood them. 

All the vicissitudes of Life, 
are simple wheels, 

of the mechanism, devouring of ourselves, 
called Death. 
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12. Death and Moments 


Relive the Harmony of an Universe, 
whose. Meaning consists in Death. 

The steps scattered of the Moments, 
are hiding in heap of Feelings, 
whose Sense is all, the Death. 

Only Happiness is more hiding on to the corners of the 
Life, 

believing that can be accomplished without of Death, 
is cheating bitter, 

then when is looking at the Universe of an Existence, 
for which the Absolute Truth is Death. 
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13. The feeling of Death 


Who am I in the Feeling of the Death? 

Maybe a Prince of the Passions, 

reborn from the Glance of a Bitter Life , 

thrown by the Destiny, 

on the Knees of some Nutshells, 

of an Existence what does no longer wants, 

the Afterlife, 

without, the strength, 

of the Love. 

Maybe a snowdrop of an Spring, 
who can not understand, 
the buds of the Absolute Truth, 
from which, was incarnate the Death, 
of your Memories. 
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14. Wheels of Hours 


Fortune cookies, 
of embers, 
bum the Future, 
wishes lit, 

lights the Heavens of Death, 
deep in Hearts. 

Blows of whip, 

sing the clouds of glances, 

which are lightning, 

at table of Fortune, 

fallen from rocking chair, 

of the honeymoon, of the Illusion of Life. 

Wheels of, Hours, 

revolves on, the back of Expectation, 

frozen and crushed, 

by, the indifference of a Time, 

as each time, 

of, Nobody. 
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15. Heavens embroidered 


Radicals free of Concepts, 
became builders of Moral, 
at price of speculation, 
on forehead of the Consumer Society, 
of the Illusions of Life. 

Station platforms wandered, 

they more search for, and today, the trains of dreams, 
on which to run fearless, 
toward Death. 

The crates of feelings, 

always ready to be given as dowry, 

they stay dejected and lonely, 

in front of the Station of the Wilderness, 

thinking that will be taken by any Wind, 

be even a small breeze, 

and carried up, 

in Heavens embroidered with pleasures, 
of, the Destinies. 
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16. At the Buttonhole of the Word 


At the Mill of the Retrieval, 

still is grinded, 

timber of Questions, 

detached from towering stalks, 

of the felled trees, of, the Knowledge, 

for to be used, 

as soft bed, 

in the coffin of Love, 

that left the Tavern of Thoughts, 

paying one of the highest prices, 

for to is hide, 

in a Tear, of the Forgetfulness, 
from the cemetery of Aspirations, 
corseted with the thorns, of some roses, 
in the Buttonhole of the Word, 
always closed, 

and without a program of audiences, 
displayed lefthanded, 
in the window of the eye, 
as before. 


45 



SORINCERIN - DEATH 


17. A brick, of, Truth 


How elastic, 

would have been the Separation from the God, 
that, reached, 

to stretch out, up to the Street of the Despondency, 

comer with the Vanity, 

of all that is and, will longer be? 

How can we repair the bridge of the Happiness, 
when is closely guarded of the Original Sin, 
what kills any Moment, 
which brings a brick, of, Truth, 
that to build it? 
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18. Cry for help 


Geraniums bite its Remorses, 

to be exhibited in the windows of Glances, 

broken, by one Question , 

with name, of, Love, 

what comes from nothingness and seems to be of Nobody, 
for to be ransacked, 
of reply with name of Death. 

The Angels of the Dreams, 

break the Walls of Holiness , 

from the cathedrals disinherited, 

by a God of Hate, 

for to is reunite in strength, 

with many alcoholic degrees, 

of, Heavens from the Passions, 

specially created, 

that as not be understood ever, 

no matter who shouts deaf, 

for Help. 


47 



SORINCERIN - DEATH 


19. Desert, of, Hopes 


Traces burned by the snows of the thoughts, 

stay strung to the Meal of Death 

where eats often, the Time, 

the Snowmen melted after extravagant recipe, 

of the Society of Consumption, 

Lives. 

The switchman disinherited of Fate, 
pull on twine his mistakes pungent, 
stringing them masterfully, 
thinking at the social soup, 
for to be put at dried, 

in the Water, all more dried up, of, the Fulfillment, 
what became, 

Desert, of, Hopes. 
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20. Science and Religion 


How would showed, 

the palms of the Human Consciousness, 

without the rusty spikes on the cross of the Questions? 

What would more be spilled the blood of History, 
from the tear of a Religion? 

In what drawers of. Passions, 
would longer be rummaged, 
the ships, of the Moral, 
the oceans of the Being, 
if the shores of the Responses, 
would not have been in Science? 
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21. Poverty, of, Emotions 


Insects of the wanderings scratch the dust of the Gaze, 
sick of wedding rings lost, 
of, the fleeting Meetings. 

Hoofs of the thoughts, press heavily the Day round- 
shouldered, 

running towards Misunderstood, king, of Money. 

Poverty, of, Emotions, at the market of the counsels empty, 
of any Meanings regarding Rain of Fire, 
of the Love. 
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22. The knees of Hopes 


Cheap quotation marks have entwined the Truth, 

put by the Smiles false, 

at the comers, of a, mouth, of the Vanity. 

Wilted petals of. Moments, 
are strewn on the bier of the Ignorance, 
which is heading slowly, but surely, 
toward the cemetery of the Love. 

Zodiac signs, injured have leavened of Death, 
in the knees of the Hopes, of an Rendezvous. 
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23. The Nightmare of the Longing 


Breeze of dream, 
greedy to eat flowers, 
from the ice of the Feelings, 
run sprightly, 

toward, the heaven, of a heart, 
what seems to be, of Nobody. 

The roof of fears, 

it came to be supported, 

by the heavy walls and moldy, 

of the Memories, 

what snowing threatening, 

toward a rooster crowing, of, the Disappointment, 
in a morning, 

harassed by a Nightmare crazy and sadistic, 
of the Longing, 
hunted by Death. 
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24. The mistress of the Time 


Rehearsals cold and vulgar of Moments, 

what wasting purposes of the Expectations vain 

in the brothels of some Hopes, 

more raffish, than the Time, 

what sleeps only alongside of his mistress, 

Death. 

Clowns subjected of the Pleasures, 
gilded with malodorous odor, 
of the decomposition of the flesh, 
of some Days atrophied, 
do again the somersaults, around, 
of the Destiny, 

believing that they would receive, 
and this time, 

the Salvation, of the Vanity . 
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25. The spark, of the Sacred Fire 


The dust of the Sunrise, 
it became mud over day, 
wetted fully, 

of, the Tears disobedient of the Love, 
what wants how more Life, 
which to feed her, 
at Tavern with no Name, 
of the Spirituality, 

from the cemetery gnawed, by the remorse, 
of the Season of a Smile, 
strange, and dried up of any Shadoof, 
which a more entertain, sometime, 
at the fountain, of the Illusion of Life, 
lost by, 

the spark, of, the Sacred Fire, of the geniality, 
in Death. 
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26. The crematories of dreams 


The ashes of the Words, 

put on the Embers of the Absolute Truth, 

it is thrown at random, 

on the alleys of Histories, of. Meetings, 

established jointly, 

between Death and Destiny. 

The crematories of Dreams, 
still works with extended hours, 
at the soles, of some Loves, 
what, not even have the money, 
necessary at the Funeral Furnishers, 
for to bury the Pasts. 
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27. A Moment of food 


Herds of Truths, 
are returning, 

at the foothills of Mountains, of, Illusions of the Life, 
more lean, 

than in the Spring of a Aspirations, 

when they thought they would win, 

the heights round-shouldered by Thoughts, 

of, the Heavens, from the Words, 

who they wanted the Immortality, 

and they arrived wanderers and helplessly, 

at the Gate of Death, 

for to ask for a Moment of food, 

just so and nothing more, 

with which to more satisfy its hunger, 

of, identity. 
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28. The City of Butchers, of Dreams 


It's feast, in the city of the Butchers, of Dreams, 
on most of eyelid, 

are hoisted flags of the Resentments. 

Organ-grinder ungainly of Announcements, 
sings anthem of Truth lame, 
at of whose wooden feet, 
is worshiping the crowds, of Reproval. 

Colorful umbrellas of passions, 

are worn by the cheerleaders of the Time, 

for to be, whirled on faces hysterical, of the Moments, 

what they can not understand, 

nor nohow ruined of bridge of, the political orgies, 

how, they managed to pass and this time, 

the river of the Death for to return to the Illusion of Life, 

as sane and unharmed. 
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29. The Mirror of the Creation of the World 


Bitter rictus, of Falling Stars, 

in the gaze lost at the dice of the Creation, 

by a God, 

who and broke his Mirror of the Creation of the World, 
in the bloody head of the Original Sin, 
wanting to wash with the Hands of the Death, 
of everything and of all, 
injuring them inadvertently, 

in the remaining shards on at the corners of the Universe, 

thus giving birth to the Illusion of Life, 

on which a regards, 

as a great creator, 

of Churches with knees gnawed, 

of, the dandruff of the Time, 

which snows desperately, 

being snowbound the endless, prayers. 
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30. The one who does not pass 


The Universe of the Creation, 
crocheting, 

the gowns of stars of the Knowledge, 
platted, 

phrases and verbs, 

chosen from flea market of Eternity, 

which never understood, 

the Sense of the Future, 

in a space, 

without of Beginning or End, 
where none, not wearing, 

Hood of Monachism of Wretchedness and of Nothingness, 

how does, for example, the Immortality, 

at the Monastery of Holiness of the Love, 

where only The one who does not pass, 

can pass the river of Death. 
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31. The mysteries of Death 


Herds of passions, 

break the scrawny paddocks, of the Moral, 

running chaotically, 

toward the Revolutions of the Hearts, 

conservative or democratic, 

all shout in a chorus of the Existence, 

slogans rotten, 

greasy by, some Moments prostitutes, 

what, want signing an agreement, 

with the indifferent Blood, 

who them promises, 

carnally love, 

the most unscrupulously, 

at the gates always open, 

of the Cemeteries, of, Loves, 

hidden in Mysteries of Death. 
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32. A great portion 


Butterflies of the Love, 
are crushed by the stomachs charmed , 
of the Fairies Prostitutes Amazons, 
to become carnal pleasures, 
delivered without interruption, 

at the Slaughterhouse of the Fair, of Rights and Freedoms 
Paltry, 

where every citizen of planet, Suffering, 

receives the ration of Death, 

in the most varied products, 

sausage accidental, 

loin chops cancerous, 

and why not, 

a great portion from the ham of Recklessness, 
taken from the back of a Moments of Nightmare. 
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33. The bigoted mosquitoes 


The Caudine Forks of Religions, 
were closed in the Pandora's Box, 
from where more make and today proselytism, 
with Passions and Brothels of the Knowledge. 

Mosquitoes zealots of Moments, 
what they want to change, 

the face, unwashed and without makeup, of the World, 
buzzing incessantly at the wooden leg of the Death, 
threatening that they will him sting. 

The Peoples who have plowed of millennia the ocean of the 
Lie, 

are desperate to quench their thirst, 
with Happiness. 
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34. The table of Silence 


Falcons spasmodic of regrets, 
want to hunt Forgiveness, 
in virgin forest of the Future, 
where is embalmed the Happiness. 

Tractors blackened of Remorses, 
plow the fields of the Sufferings, 
to put the harvest of Ideals, 
on the Table of Silence, 
at the end of which, 
waits the Death. 
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35. The stray crickets 


The earrings lost of the Debauchery, 
they were find by the Death, 
for to be put, 

at the deaf ears of the Destiny . 

The vagrant Crickets of the Certainties, 

too hoarse for Sonata of Love, 

search desperately at the personal column of Dreams, 

scene for the enigmatic concert of the Vanity, 

what will be financed by the Illusion of Life, 

for the onomastics day, 

of a Truth of the Non-sense of the Existence. 
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36. Sin and Curse 


Creations lustful, 

have whipped the template of the Sacredness. 
Morning stars cynical, 

bum the Divine Light of the Universe in vain, 

on foreheads wrinkled by the rivers of Redemption , 

of some, Religions, 

what want to be more savior, 

than Death himself. 

Claws greedy for power, 

stabs the souls of an Existence, of the Nobody . 

Divine justice, 

what has the balances, spoiled, 

still from the creation of the World as, Sin and Curse, 

judging the petty interests, 

of the Money, as being their only God, 

so far from our image and likeness, 

that is not found, ever, 

alongside the Stranger, from us. 
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37. Vanity and Nonsense 


The impassable ice of Remorse, 
melts, 

through the Sacred Fire of the Mistakes, 
of a Creations of the Original Sin, 
in the dew, of the Nights , 
what can not to sleep, 
of, the glow, blind, 
of a God, of the Regrets, 
which fall once, 

with the falling Stars, of the Lives, 

on vault of the Cemetery, of, Illusions of the Life, 

where Nonsense becomes King, 

and, the Vanity, his Queen, 

what leads, with an iron hand, 

all the rules, 

through which Souls are delivered to Death, 

as spiritual food, 

not knowing, never, 

why this one does not want, 

the Absolute Truth of the Sense of Existence, 

or maybe that, what, we see, 

as Vanity and Nonsense, 

in another transcendental reality, 

is entirely something else? 


66 



SORINCERIN - DEATH 


38. Mandatory, Death 


Death is the brick, without which the Life would be a mere 
breath of wind of the Forgetfulness, of, which, the 
Creation, is would be deprived. 


The Sacredness is due, more to Death, than, to the Life, 
becoming an image, of the Afterlife. 


An Destiny without of Death, would not be nor even 
immortal. 

Immortality for to exists the being, must mandatory to 
tread on the Eternity of Death. 
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39. The charm of the Existence 


Any step done in Life is called Sense, 
while in Death Countersense? 

But when the two intersect, 

not is born the brilliant spark of Divine Light, 

which discerns, 

where can we find on the True God, 

hidden in each of us, 

that we to, feel the greatness, 

through which, can Love the absolute of the World, 

on which yet we can not understand it, 

or, see, 

being completely other, 
a World of the Brilliance, 
given, to us, that we to enlighten, 
the Charm of the Existence , 
what seems that to grown old, 
since, it expects us, 
to discover it, 

in the labyrinths of the questions, 
without, of answers. 
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40. Hysterical phantasms 


Fortresses, of, verbs can not accept the Meanings, 
of a Realities of the Sacrifice. 

Forests of famine, is stretch over the whole Desert, of, 
Feelings, of, the Existence. 

Dawn without light have presaged the Armageddon of the 
Doubts, at the table of the Unhappy Kingdom, of the 
Money. 

Storks what no longer bring children, disturb the blood 
encoded to be the prison of the Body. 

Hysterical phantasms of Empty Words, 

revolt the Lace of Stone of the Truth, 

what want to be re- stored, 

on the table of the Aspirations of some Phrases, 

what put the elbows pompous on them, 

and them crumbles. 
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41. The cliff of the tragedy of the Being 


The ice, of crystal of the Letter, 

starts to melt under the skates of the Thoughts, 

what do true majestic jumps, 

in the palms of Dreams, 

what, would want to comprise, 

every beat, of, Holiness, 

of the heart, of, Divine Light 

lit in the Stranger from us, 

by the inextinguishable volcano of the meanders, 

what erupting with new phrases, 

on which we avoid, 

to not strike us deadly, 

on, the cliff of Tragedy of the Being 

where we dress, 

with other, Moments, 

than the ones on which would have had to them wear, 
in such Moments. 
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42. The fangs of the Years 


When God gives you a gift, is called Luck, 
even if it is Death. 

Would be the Happiness the one which divided the years of 
the Life, in Moments? 

I would give all the flowers of the Dreams, to a single 
Smile which to understand the Meaning of Delusion. 

Why the Faith divides the Love in Peace and War? 

What would make Fate without the fangs of the Years put 
to grind her? 
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43. The greed mad and paltry 


The cranes, of. Certainties, 

raises the Anguishes of the Consumption Society, 

at the height of where they can become the paravane, of the 

Passions, 

nailed on the bed of the Revenge, 
by a terrible disease of the alienation from itself, 
what seems that would has left it, the Original Sin, 
of a Creation, lame, 

which took out from the quiver of the wealth, of, torments, 
and the social hierarchy. 

The greed mad and paltry, 
dries up even and the Water of Life, 
believing that will not them be enough, 
at the Gates Justice of the Death, 
where thirsty, will haunt the Existence. 
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44. Bone 


The mirage of the dogs is the bone , 

that can be bitten, 

whatever the nature of the Soul, 

which he him had in the body of his own Moments. 

Therefore, were built the parliaments, 

where cutting or dividing of the bone, 

has become from a matter of routine, 

sometime in ruin, 

one social 

equally trivial, 

as is Death, 

in a World hooted, that it would belong, 
too much of, the Justice, 
of the Freedom and Equality, 

killed more of long time than the weather, of the Old 
Times, 

by the Happiness of some. 
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45. Rope 


A Chain of Interests, 

who do not fully understand his links, 

is a simple rope, 

good, of, hanged the Ideals . 

The opposition is the salt, with which, is makes seasoning 
of the Suffering, after the taste and smell, usurpers. 

Never search for the Righteousness in the Justice, 
because, this one is human and not divine. 
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46. Bitter salt 


The eyelids of the Absurd, 

they leave wide open, the eyes of the Transgressions, 

reached at great honor, 

in the social pus of the Freedom, 

blinded by all the possibilities, 

especially that of to run after Greed. 

The bitter salt of the Existence, 

falls in the waves of the Vanities, 

over the flames of the Purpose of a, Sense, 

who burn Lives, 

giving them freshly cooked, 

to Death. 
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47. The cherubim sad 


Decor of nature dead with clown, 

roots grubbed, 

sold abroad for nothing, 

fumes humble hide the ash of Sins, 

what oppress the Honesty, 

with their vanities, 

in a Consumer Society Dead, 

which is hoping in an Immortality, of the Villainy , 

that was enough, 

to it steal even and of the Existence, 
the designation to create Destiny. 

Cherubim, sad and patriots in the Godhead, 
are thrown out, from the walls, 
of the Cathedrals, Grueling of Rosary, 
by the mold, saint of a Faith, 
of a Nobody, 

who prays at each rain of fire of the souls, 
to not, them flood the Moral, 
what barely breathing, 

at the head of the bed, cold of the Truth of the Lie . 
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48. Normality 


Steps of stairs what they have never known, 

Steps heavy, of the Fulfillment , 

exhausted by Truth, and round-shouldered by, Moments , 

oppress the horizons bygone, 

with new heights, of broken shop windows, 

of, the Dreams, 

what will never reach, 

foreheads, sad and grizzled, 

of Mountains, of, Illusions of the Life, 

with their feather of snow poisoned, 

which always soften, 

in the Vanity, 

to write the Epistle of the Existence, 
in the arms of a Time, 

from the increasingly terrified and alienated, 

by the Rooster with the neck cut, 

which gives the awakening of the Morning of some 

Nightmares, 

what follows to be lived, 

in a World where madness is Normality. 
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49. Day after Day 


Sprouts of, Histories, 

which could have become, 

much more promising for Mankind, 

and for the Becoming in the Absolute Truth, 

the Being, Holiness and Salvation, 

wither under the snub nose, 

without smell, of a God, 

whom, it seems normal, 

that the Money, and they, lacked of sense of smell, 
to lead, the World. 

Feed ourselves, a life with the Moments rotted, 

from the Monasteries, of, Passions, 

full by the Pus, Existential, of the Alienation, 

what was never capable, 

to tell us, the real story, 

of the Lie to which us worship, the Birth, 

for to can die, 

little by little, 

Day after Day, 

until us will dies, Death, 

through the decease. 
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50. Second hand 


Rhetorics of lead 

they construct projectiles existential 

at the Pulpit of the Honor, 

of to be, the anointed of a God of the Vanity, 

on the battlefield nameless, 

of the Consumer Society. 

Publicity vulgar, 
sell Dreams bloody, 
beheaded, 

have abased, the Being , 

what breaths of plenty, 

the fresh air of the Death, 

to be mummified how more perfect, 

in the mixer of the petty interests, 

where everyone has a price, 

at second hand, 

for to can be bought, 

the most cheap, 

by Death. 
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51. Bows scattered 


Altars sadistic of desires hidden 

they lit the sky of the wedding rings, lonely, 

of the lightnings of the Existence, 

the unborn from future, 

what they will no longer knows, ever, 

the World of abortions. 

Bows scattered to Nowhere, 

still its more remember of the concerts of the Destiny, 

given in honor of Happiness, 

what they were buried of long time, 

in the desolate cemeteries of the Non-sense, of the 

Existence, 

from the Cathedral of Death, 

where unique parishioner is the Eternity. 
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52. Moments Social 


Shores without name, 

swarming around Motherhoods, 

desiring to handcuff Eternity, 

of where, come the unborn of future Empty Words . 

The hurricanes of the movements, of, Social Moments, 

broom the Inertia of the Moment, 

dispelling all what has gathered the Illusion of Life, 

more precious untill now, 

the Vanity, 

in whose place the Death, 

introduced the system of self-serving, 

with most fashionable, Cemeteries of Words, 

where the number of the Dreams, who have committed 

suicide, 

has become even greater, 

at the soles of the Absolute Truth. 
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53. Voucher, of payment 


Bridges of Veins of the Disappointment, 
stretched on the shores of the body of Hopes , 
they exceed the calamities rattles of the Money 
from the pages torn by the Destiny, 
of the Life, 
as payment voucher, 
for all vicissitudes of the World, 
at, the pub, of the Non-sense of an Existence, 
which, although paid dearly, 
the honor of to be the mistress of Time, 
nevertheless, was deceived by Death, 
with few Moments of Eternity, 
put in the bottomless pocket, 
of the Suffering. 
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54. The Hunger of Years 


The dawn of relatedness with the times, 
melt in the ditches of the wrinkles, 
what no longer have nothing to declare, 
to the Luck, 

banished to be premeditated, 
by God, 

for to win only who must, 

at the Lottery of the Absurd of the Existence, 

where the Pain, 

was put in possession, 

to hold even and the Eternity, 

the winning ticket of the venom, 

of a, Moment, 

what did not want to leave, 

from the tears of many, 

who would want and they, 

a single, Star of Happiness, theirs, 

from the infinites of, Galaxies, 

fallen of on the Sky of the Absolute Truth, 

banished aforetime than the Time 

in the hell of the Feelings, 

because correctness it would not have been correct, 

for a punch of Life, 

given to Death, for to quench, 

the Hunger of Years. 
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55. Timorous 


Distinctly has become 

dust and mud, of the Illusion of Life, 

while the Knowledge 

a steam what completes the mist of Redemption, 
of, ourselves. 

The Truth is hiding timorously, 

by the God of a Creation, 

of the interest, paltry to use the World, 

as bait of the Lawlessness 

what wash and today the Mirror of the face, 

with the Happenings Unique Fortuitous, 

from the phantasmagoria sickly, 

of a obsessed, sexually, narcissistic, 

who gives birth Religions, 

after His image and likeness, 

where peace is always a War 

maintained by the Sacred Fire what burn in the blood, 

which not has seethed, never, for own self, 

handcuffed and omitted, 

of at the table, where is shared the food, 

true, 

of, the so called Divine Love. 
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56. Padlock, of Dreams 


I am not venom of memory, 
because all bridges of Longing, 
lead toward zodiac sign of my Death. 

Neither, a Falling Star, of, Twilight, 
when the traces, of the reveries, 

shall delight themselves with the Divine Light of Poetry, 

of a eyelash of Love, 

taken out over the gaze of a Moment, 

in the Eternity whom, I will be 

Creator, 

for to be put to the breast, 
of the Absolute Truth, 
for to bring me Luck, 
in the Death, of me myself. 

I am Padlock of Dreams, 

for the Hopes of another World, 

where I will gaze, the Beauty and the Happiness, 

on which many of you do not see it, 

now and here around, 

this, the weather, of the Old Times, 

where I you will accompany, 

for to not become, the Failure, 

at the soles misunderstood, 


85 



SORINCERIN - DEATH 


of a paltry God. 


57. Fairs of end, of, World 


Buds of poison, 

grow on the back of mistress of Truth, 

straining through the sieve of the Illusion of Life in Death, 

for to flourish as Eternity, 

killing each Love, 

for to be replaced, 

with the cold walls, 

damp and impersonal, 

of, the Brothels of, Dreams, 

which snows 

with the carnal pleasures, 

of the Slaughterhouses, of Moments, 

in the fairs, 

of, the End, of the World, of Creation. 
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58. Lame dog 


Dog lame of Days, 

with the Destiny hat, pulled over the hit head, 
of the stones of Food , 

I cross the street decomposed of the cemeteries, of, 
Geraniums, 

who seem, of not more bite of an eternity, 

the flowerpots broken, of the Luck, 

cremated at hour of Fate, 

in the cage closed of the Future, 

because owed him thereof, 

derisory sum, of, Hopes, 

on which them would have spent reckless, 

at the carousel of some Truths of the Pain, 

who they claimed to be the virgin girls of the Happiness, 

in the city dirty and blazing by the Rains of Fire, 

of, the envy, anger and stupidity, 

what they brought a lacustrine atmosphere, 

of crematorium, of the Fulfilments, 

revanchist, 

through which I floated, 

and myself have drowned little by little. 
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59. The Silence and the Solitude 


The spines, of the venom of the Slum, 

became protected by the law prostitute full-time at the 

Brothel of poverty, 

of on the alley of some glances obscene, 

what use the coins macabre of the cemeteries, of Moments, 

for to pay the Destiny, 

the owner of the establishment, of, the Death, of self. 

Only a hoof of stallion, of the desolation 
more break the Silence and the Solitude of flint, 
until, the Twilight rebellious 
comes and them hits one, of another one, 
removing sparks, 

that can to light the stars of the Night, 
from the souls lost at gambling, 
of a Creation, 

what seems to be, of Nobody. 


88 



SORINCERIN - DEATH 


60. The obese truth 


Strains of viruses sell diseases at prices of profiteering , 
in the fair forgotten, of the depravity. 

The kerchief jovial, wants to convince you, 
that, entangles the heads of Sky, of the Liberty 
which once had the own, Thoughts, 
left in pawn, now by Unforgiven Time 
so stingy, 

that, would not give, a Moment, 

without overcharge, 

to the obese Truth , 

what more begs even a single Lie, 

on which a fry after the recipe of the Destiny, 

leaving behind, 

benefactor, Death. 
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61. The unique Sense 


Not the Life throws the dice at the Death, but, inverse. 

All sorrows or joys of birth of the Feelings, 

from this World of the Vanity, 

not worth nor even a bit of Moment, 

stolen from the Eternity, 

face, of, the soul, of the true Love, 

the unique, Sense, 

for which we know that we exist, 

wanderers, 

in the dust of a road, 

what often, seems to be, of Nobody, 

but which will become our past, 

of, the thread whom, 

us will hang all the Moments, 

which, and have lost, 

virginity of the Eternity, 

avoiding, them, into the madness, 

full of frenzy of the Existence, 

for to realize finally, 

how endless I have lost. 
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62. Wrinkles 


Deep ditches dug into the wrinkles of some Feelings, 
take what's left, 

from the Water drained and dry of the Life, 
believing that they will revive, 
the Moment, 

which remained just a history, 

known, by most older, Illusions of the Life, 

what avoids to confide it, at new Vanities, 

taken at valley, of, the torrents of Passions, 

in completely different wrinkles, 

what will be kissed, 

by, the lips of the Words, frozen, 

from increasingly foreign, 

believing that it really means, 

Love. 
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63. The eyes of Heaven 


What can be material in this World, 
when you really Love? 

The word in which we wake up, 

we looking at the dawns jealous, 

that, can not love and they, 

or the flowers of the Smile, 

from corner of the mouth of Dream of the Clouds, 

what bring, the Spring in our lives? 

Or, perhaps, the Eyes of Heaven, 

what open the serene windows from glances, 

for to refresh the Divine Light of the Perfection, 

of some souls, 

happy by God, 

to be found out the Meaning of the Existence, 
as being Love, 
whose sole, Eternity, 
exceeds the Death. 
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64. Gossips 


The knees tired of the inquisitive looks, 
they gossip at the Market of Dampness, 
beside the holy temple of the Truth Unknown. 

Some say that the Sky, 

would have the pockets too deep 

dug in the cassocks of the priests by Moments, 

other, that, should not, be invited, the Death, 

to requiem, of the Love 

what, precisely would be drowned, 

of too much Confidence, 

in the Eternity. 

Whatever you do, 

is not enough of Good, to be Evil, 

cried the homeless Existence, 

has begging at, passersby, 

a few Births, additionally, 

having nothing, with what to feed their Time, 

taken of soul, yet from the beginnings. 
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65. Roses misunderstood 


Carts of Clouds, full with unborn souls, 
flocked to the gates of the Absurd of this World, 
being confident that they transport Light, 
for as the Histories to can read new pages, 
from the Great Creation of the Death. 

Rusty horseshoes have lost their Luck, 
in the casino of the Existence, 
that has tired to more beat so many roads, 
for each Destiny, in part, 

and the horses of the Illusion of Life not remained shoed, 
breaking and the hooves dirty, of, the passions, 
in the spines of the roses misunderstood of the Love. 
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66. The Being of the Light Divine 


Coffins, of. Heaven, are heading, silent 

lonely and abandoned, 

towards the cemeteries of the Heart, 

carrying the Memories, 

of a, Rain of Fire of the Love 

what has remaind of nobody, 

haunting the gardens grizzled, 

of, the Souls, 

where nor the Grass of the Forgetfulness, no longer grows . 

Bets of petals dead, 

attributed, to the remorse, 

want to become the wings of the Flight, 

over fulfillment of the nature, 

of the Being, of, Light Divine, 

without zodiac signs, seasons, 

or the Death, 

on which I have lost a, 

maybe, 

from always in us. 
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67. Hours of torment 


The ashes of Words became, 
the essence of the Sacred Fire , 
of the Knowledge, 

from which I have kneaded the clay of the potter 

turning it into a pitcher, 

for, the Moments thirsty, of Truth, 

what washing the feet of the Time, 

which us trod with the weight of Immortality, 

the Life, 

for to be taught to Death, 
after her image and likeness, 
becoming a kind of God, 
of, the Nothingness. 

Long tablecloths, 
prominent politicians, 
grins paltry , 

while throw the dices of Fate, 
to the new watches, 
damaged from birth, 
to adorn the calloused hands, 
of, the works of the Existence, 
with new hours of torment. 
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68. Forbiddance 


The fruits, of the Sacred Tree of Life, 
have rotten before birth, 

remaining only the nothingness of the Illusion of Life, 

in which us are going, the steps, 

what is before all, 

the true. Death, 

and the Death, 

the Life that we had not it, never really. 

Forbiddance cold and tardive, 
concocted by the God Creation, 
us surrounds with the existence, 
of a Universe of the Consciousness, 
with lots of Cathedrals of the Questions, 
some frustrated, 
others dejected, 
some even perverse, 
but all, 

without the marriage of the Response, 
regarding the Absolute Truth. 

Why? 
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69. At the Lottery of the Political Debauchery 


And, the Ice of the Death can cool of ourselves, 

becoming feverish, 

burning our steps, of the Memories, 

with the Rain of Fire of the Love, 

the unique Sense of the Existence, 

reason for which we need, 

bigger of, Death, than, of, Forgetfulness. 

The hysterical applause of the Renaissance, 

raises, of the umpteenth time, Curtain of the Despondency, 

over the heads of the solitary Days, 

what plays, since is the world, at the Lottery of the Political 
Debauchery 

sustained by the Holy Fathers of the Brothel, 
named pompous, 

Religion. 
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70. The Cemetery of the Word of the Creation 


Wide boulevards of Days, 

of the disinherited of Fate, 

bom into a World of the Nobody, 

we seem, wax statues stolen by Existence, 

from the candles for requiem, 

of Death from ourselves. 

Catafalque full of Love consuming, 
sits seated in the chapels of the Nobody , 
what, could be given a Meaning, to so many Lives, 
through Death. 

Even and the Tears have forsaken, 

the Cemetery of the Word of the Creation, 

saying that instead, of. Was, 

it prefers on, To Become, 

rich ladies in, the Vanity, of the Money. 
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71. At ploughing 


Ploughs of the alcohol have ploughed the degrees, 

on the swan necks of the question marks, 

which staying coquettish, 

perched in the glassful broken 

on the cold cement of the Thoughts , 

for to bring Luck, 

to, the Desolation, Putrefaction, 

Destruction and to the Regrets, 

of, so many and so many Illusions of the Life 

on their way toward Death. 

Fields to commas, 
what remained fallow, 

seem to be shipwrecked in a drift of the Nobody, 

among the Empty Words, 

prostitutes of luxury, 

of the Brothel of the Existence, 

placed in the shop windows, greasy 

by the powders of the Hopes, 

pulled on nose 

by Remorses. 
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72. The wings of the seagulls 


The seagulls, of the Dreams, 
got drunk, the Horizons, 

with the wings white and immaculate, of the Moments, 
what searching desperately their ships, 
lost, of the Eyes of Sky, 
closed forever, 

by the storms debauched and paltry, 
of the Clouds of darkened souls, 
at requiem of the Love, 
on which never did not met her, 

Nobody. 

Only the harbors of the questions, 
more waits one feather, 

from the Feelings what were somewhere - sometime, 

of some wings, 

what, will not longer return, 

Never. 
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73. The locomotive of a Word 


The locomotive of a Word, 

was pulled on the Dead line, 

in the wait of wagons of some Moments, 

when harvest, of, the Smiles, 

will return again to normal, 

without to be interested on Nobody, 

that rusts the Absolute Truth, 

and the wheels what were sometime of fire, 

started to extinguish the Moment of Eternity, 

leaving in their place, 

only the smoke of the Disappointment, 

what was headed toward Nowhere, 

hoping that will find again 

the steps of that Word, 

which was called the Love, 

and seem to have disappeared, 

without a trace, 

of so long time 
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74. Medicine for colds 


Windows of Heaven and have wiped, 
the tears of the Rains of Fire , 
of on the face of the Clouds, 
leaving the Divine Light, 
to embrace the World of an Eternity, 
from my Heart. 

Bees playful and nimbly, 

skim frantically, 

each flower of your gaze, 

grown in the Cemetery of the Loneliness, 

where Death had become the best counselor, 

by collecting, the honey of the Smiles, 

wry and quizzical, 

a real medicine, 

used in case of coldness of soul, 
of the Fires from Feelings. 
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75. The Incarnation, of Eternity 


In the Consumer Society, 

Freedom is ghetto of the Fulfillment, 

from where have sprang, 

the prisons of the Hopes, 

with the broken wings, 

of, the betrayal, of, own, Self. 

Just the open gates of Death, 
can bring the true Free Will, 
which to build the Spiritual Life, 
starting with endless, 

and continuing with the Incarnation of Eternity, 
without time or space, 
religions or cathedrals of the Moral, 
only with the Absolute Truth. 
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76. Breathable air 


At the concert of Dreams, 

exists only the musical instruments, 

of the Illusions of the Life 

out of tune and damaged, 

by the Existence, 

through the Free Will, 

given for to know, 

that Life has limits, 

in Death. 

Sing only the aria of the Alienation of self, 
until the spectators sad and confused, 
seeks one territory, 
where to flee, 

of coldness of the musical notes, 
serious and erroneous, 
of the Anguish and the Absurd 
what have became the breathable air, 
of the Time, from old times. 
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77. Requiem, of, credits 


Conscience has become, 
the Cathedral of the Free Will, 
where, the Dreams become, 
the Reality of the Illusion of Life, 
and the Fulfillments 
no longer are in Love, 

but in prostrations addressed, to the Saint Money. 

The services of the religion, of the Banks, 

are held only with doors of the Truths, closed, 

by, the padlocks of the Absurd and. Desolation 

from which it coagulates, 

new fortunes of the Vanities, 

what will bring at the Death, 

requiem of credits 

increasingly sophisticated and luxurious, 
among, the tombs of the billionaires, 
what flaunt wealth in cemeteries, 
becoming the wealthiest among the dead. 
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In Romanian language 
-in limba roman a- 
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SORIN CERIN 


MOARTE 


POEZII DE MEDITATIE 
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Aprecieri critice despre poezia de 
meditatie la Sorin Cerin 

5 


Prof. univ.dr. A1 Cistelecan in cadrul 
rubricii Avant la lettre, sub titlul Ini re reflectie si 
atitucline aparut in revista Familia nr. 11-12 noiembrie - 
decembrie 2015,pag.l6-18, A1 Cistelecan considera 
despre poezia de meditatie a lui Sorin Cerin, ca:"Din 
cite vad, Sorin Cerin e un fel de vulcan textual in 
continua si maxima eruptie, cu o scriitura deopotriva de 
frenezie si de vituperante. In poezie mizeaza pe rafalele 
reflexive si pe elanul sapiential, cultivind, cum zice 
singur in subtitlul Nonsensului Existentei de aici, 
poeziile ”de meditatie”. O modalitate intre toate 
riscanta - si nu de azi, de ieri, ci dintotdeauna - intrucit 
tinde a se amesteca unde nu e chiar treaba poeziei, 
facind un fel de filosofare versificata si, vrind-nevrind, 
tot felul de nacazanii si moralisme. Nu mai e insa cazul 
sa ne reamintim de cele spuse de Maiorescu lui Panait 
Cerna in legatura cu ’’poezia filosofica,” intrucit poetul 
le stie si el prea bine si tocmai asta vrea sa infrunte: 
riscul de a lucra doar in idee si de a subordona 
imaginativul conceptualului. Ce-i drept, nu e, pentru 
Sorin Cerin, nici o primejdie in acest sens, caci el e, de 
fapt, un pasional si n-atinge niciodata seninatatea 

109 



SORIN CERIN - DEATH 


cugetarii si linistea apolinica a gindului; din contra, 
declama cu pathos, mai degraba dinlauntrul unei traume 
pe care incearca s-o exorcizeze si s-o sublimeze in 
radicate decit din interiorul vreunei paci de cuget sau at 
unei annonii reflexive. Chiar si ce suna a idee nuda, 
transcrisa adesea aforistic, e, de fapt, o rabufnire de 
atitudine, o transcriere de afect - nu cu raceala, ci mai 
curind cu fierbinteala (i s-a si remarcat, de altfel, 
maniera mai profetica a enunturilor). Dar cum metoda 
decolarii lirice consta intr-un fel de elevare a tot ce vine 
pina la demnitatea articularii lor reflexive (de unde 
delestarea oricaror referinte la imediat, fie el biografic, 
fie mai mult decit atita), poeziile lui Cerin se angajeaza 
abrupt in ecuatiile existentiale mari si definitive si nu-si 
pierd vremea in confesiuni domestice. Ele ataca 
Principiul realitatii, nu accidentele ei. Totul e ridicat 
astel la o demnitate problematica, daca nu si de alta 
natura, si pregatit pentru o procesare densificata. 
Riscurile formulei rasar, fatal, si aici, intrucit se vede 
imediat mecanismul acestei promovari a realului la 
dignitatea Lirei. Unul dintre mecanisme se trage din 
mostenirea expresionista (fara ca Sorin Cerin sa aiba 
altceva in comun cu expresionistii) a majusculei, prin 
care se instaureaza, brusc si imprevizibil, fie smerenia 
in fata radicalului, fie panica in fata majestatii 
cuvintului. De regula majuscula boteaza stratul 
’’conceptual” (chiar daca unele concepte sunt metafore), 
semnalizind alerta problematica. Ce-i drept, Sorin Cerin 
face exces si risipa de majuscule, astfel incit de la o 
vreme ele nu mai creeaza nici panica, nici evlavie, caci 
abundenta le sedeaza efectele de acest gen si le 
perverteste intr-un soi de grandilocventa. Celalalt 
mecanism de elevare in demnitate se bizuie pe o 
anumita - poate asumata, poate premeditata - 
emfatizare discursiva, pe o ingrosare lexicala si pe o 
declamatie de profunde si de grave. Se insinueaza - de 
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nu cumva se chiar instaureaza - si aici o evidenta 
procedura de reteta imaginativa, redundanta peste 
tolerant. Cum e si normal - ba chiar inevitabil - intr-o 
lirica de reflectie ce vrea sa se coaguleze in jurul unor 
nuclee conceptuale, modalitatea imediata de 
sensibilizare a acestor noduri conceptuale consta in 
materializarea abstractiilor; senzualizarea lor e chiar 
modul lor de epifanizare lirica. Dar la Sorin Cerin 
mecanica imaginativa se bazeaza pe o simpla 
genitivizare materializanta a abstractiilor (de unde 
imagini nesfirsite de genul ’’spinii Adevarului”, ’’cosarii 
Implinirilor”, ’’periile Amagirii” etc. etc.), sub care sta 
cel mai adesea un buton de personificare. Pe scala 
decantarii in metafore stam, astfel, doar pe primii fustei, 
ceea ce produce, simultan, un efect de candoare 
imaginativa (sau discursiva), dar si unul de 
uniformizare. Probabil insa ca aceasta incredere in 
procedeele primare se datoreaza mizei pe decantarea 
gindului, miza care lasa in subsidiar actiunea 
imaginativa (iar pe cea simbolizanta cu atit mai mult) 
ca atare. 

Dar nu cite si nici ce idei bintuie prin poeziile lui Sorin 
Cerin sunt, totusi, lucrul cel mai relevant (ideea, in general, 
dar si in acest caz particular, are un grad de indiferenta la 
lirism). Dimpotriva, in mod oarecum paradoxal, decisiva, 
nu doar definitorie, e atitudinea in care ele se string, afectul 
in care coaguleaza. Sub aparenta unui discurs proiectat pe 
”gind”, Sorin Cerin promoveaza, de fapt, un lirism (cam 
pus la uscat) de afecte existentiale (nu de afecte intime). 
Reflexivitatea poemelor nu e, din aceasta perspective, decit 
un fel de penitenta atitudinala, o hieratizare a afectelor 
violente. Stratul pasional e, in realitate, cel care se agita si 
el se vede in mai toate componentele lui, de la cele de 
vituperatie la cele de evlavie sau tandrete sublimata (ori, 
din contra, resentimentalizata). Poetul e, pe fond, un 
exasperat de starea lumii si de conditia omului si pornind 
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de aici exerseaza sarcasme (crunte cel putin ca suvoi) pe 
seama ’’Societatii de consum” sau pe cea a desertaciunii 
’’Iluziilor Existentei”. E o febra imprecativa care da elan 
versurilor, dar care, mai ales, pune in vedeta discursiva 
exasperarea in fata acestei degradari generale. Atit de 
generale incit ea a cuprins si transcendentele, caci Sorin 
Cerin e mai mult decit iritat de instrumentalizarea lui 
Dumnezeu (si a credintei) in lumea de azi. Iritarea in fata 
comperii sacrelor ajunge la culme in versuri de maxim 
tupeu blasfemic fi’Ticalosia Diavolului se numestc Rau,/ pe 
cand a Lui Dumnezeu, Bine.”, dar si altele, nu mai putin 
provocatoare si ’’infamante” la adresa Dumnezeirii); asta nu 
se intimpla insa decit din pricina intensitatii si puritatii 
propriei credinte (Stefan Borbely a evidentiat indestul 
energia fervorii din poezia lui Cerin), dintr-un fel de 
absolutism devotional. Caci nu liricd de provocare si de 
imprecare face, de fapt, Cerin, ci dimpotriva: lirica de 
devotiune disperata si inflacarata, prin care-1 cauta ”pe 
Adevaratul Nostra Dumnezeu/ atit de diferit de cel al 
catedralelor de genunchi rosi/ la zidurile reci si inerte ale 
lacomiei Iluziei Vietii”. E febra devotionala de pe reversul 
imprecatiilor si sarcasmelor, dar tocmai ea e cea care 
contamineaza toate poemele. Dintr-un strat de ideale strivit 
ies, cu verva pasionala, atitudinile lui Cerin, atitudini 
eruptive oricit ar fi ele de codificate intr-o lirica de 
reflectii." 

Prof.univ.dr.Elvira Sorohan - Un poet existentialist din 
secolul 21 

Pentra a intelege pe deplin cronica literara scrisa de 
Elvira Sorohan in Convorbiri literare unde face referire la 
un articol scris de Magda Cameci referitor la Transpoezie, 
si publicat in Romania literara unde se specified ce anume 
este poezia veritabila, geniala, marea poezie pe care o 
ravnesc poetii ultimului secol, Elvira Sorohan, specified in 
cronica dedicata poeziei ceriniene din Convorbiri literare. 
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numarul 9,(237), paginile 25-28, 2015 sub titlul Un poet 
existentialist din secolul 21, ca: 

Fara sa in(eleg ce e „transpoezia”, care, probabil, nu 
mai e poezie, invocind un termen creat de Magda Carneci, 
mai citesc totusi poezia de azi si acum incerc sa spun ceva 
despre una anume. Ncmultumita de „insuticicnta poeziei 
contemporane”, in acclasi articol din ,, Romania literara”, in 
mod rezonabil poeta acuza, in bloc, cum ca ceea ce 
„livreaza” acum creatorii de poezie nu sint decit notatii ale 
„micului sentiment”, „mici disperari” si „mici gindiri”. 
Parafrazindu-1 pe Maiorescu, asprul critic al diminutivelor 
cultivate de Alecsandri, nu poti spune decit ca poezia 
rezultata din astfel de notatii e si ea mica (la cub, daca 
enumerarea se oprcstc la trei). Pricina identificata de 
Magda Carneci ar fi lipsa de inspi ratio, acea tensiune 
psihica, specifica oamenilor de aria, o traire spontana, ce 
face sa se nasca, incontrolabil, creatia. E momentul 
inspirativ, in cazul poeziei, incarcat de impulsuri afective 
imposibil de infrint rational, un impuls pe care ll ai sau nu-1 
ai si de care e responsabila vocatia. Simplu, asta e 
problema, ai vocalic, ai inspiratic. Nu prea am o parere 
formata despre poezia Magdei Carneci §i nici nu pot §ti cit 
de des o viziteaza inspiratia, dar daca starea asta e un har, 
mai e cazul sa cau(i retete spre a o induce? §i totusi, in 
numele breslei, preocuparea poetei pentru dorita stare se 
concentreaza interogativ: „...intrebarea capitala care se 
pune este urmatoarea: cum sa facem sa avem acces mai 
des, mai controlat, §i nu doar prin accident, la acele stari 
intense, la dispretuita < < i nspi ratio > la acele niveluri altele 
ale noastre, pentru care poezia a fost intotdeauna un martor 
(sic !) privilegiat”. Nu slim cui apart, ine disprctul, dar slim 
ca inspiratia e a poetului nascut si nu facut. Acesta din 
urma nefiind decit un mestcsugar, un artifex. 

Am in fata trei plachete de versuri ale putin 
cunoscutului si nu lipsitului de inspiratic poet, Sorin Cerin, 
ordonate intr-o logica descrescendo, u§or de 
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mtelcs, Nonsensul existentei, Marile taceri, Moartea, toate 
aparute in 2015, la Editura Paco, din Bucurcsti. Dupa ideile 
titulare, indata te frapeaza si vocabularul poetic al primei 
poezii ce te intimpina cu sintagma „Iluzia Vietii”, 
ortografiata cu majuscule. Este, in fond, o expresie 
mostenita din vocabularul consacrat al existential istilor, 
deajuns ca sa banuie§ti ce marca vor avea poeziile. 
Inaintezi cu lectura Hind curios sa vezi cit se mcntine 
poetul pe aceeafi coarda de fond, §i cit de adinc, cit de grav 
traicstc intru aceasta idee deloc noua. §i nu e noua pentru 
ca radacinile existentialismului, modem reformulat, isi trag 
seva din scepticismul biblicului, melancolicului Eclesiast, 
descurajat, in constiinta tragica a finitudinii ca destin. Este 
regele biblic un existentialist avant la lettre. El descopera 
ca „vreme e a te nastc si vreme e sa mori”, in rest, „totul e 
vinare de vint”. Ce se mai poate spune nou in vremea 
noastra, chiar in formula personala, cind existcntialismul a 
fost intens sus^inut filosofic in secolele al XlX-lea §i al XX- 
lea, de la Kirkegaard si pina la Sartre, cu nuantc specifice. 
O poezie in tennenii existentialismului statuat mai poate 
interesa fiinta zilelor noastre, sclava imaginii vizuale si a 
intematului, doar prin adaptari ori actualizate adaosuri 
complementare ideii centrale si nu in cele din urma, prin 
puterea intoarcerii asupra sinelui. Este cam ceea ce incearca 
sa realizeze poetul Sorin Cerin, lasindu-ne, dintru inceput, 
impresia ca traicstc miracolul creator, inspiratia. Voind sa 
orienteze cititorul spre a cauta un anumit gen de poezie 
cultivate in aceste plachete (cu una si acccasi coperta ), 
automl le subintituleaza, ne varietur, „Poezii de meditatie”, 
cum §i sint la nivelul ideilor. Dar, cit de adinca §i cit de 
personala e meditatia, n-o poti spune decit la stirs itul 
lecturii, cind sintetizezi ce anume aspecte ale ontologiei si 
din ce perspective intelectiv-afectiva le dezvolta poetul. 

In mod cert, vocabularul poeziei existentialiste 
universale, usor de recunoscut, este acum redistribuit intr-o 
alta topica, ceea ce conduce la combinalii surprinzator de 
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noi, unele mclraznctc, ori teribil de dure, cum sint cele ce 
vizeaza biserica. Citind numai unul dintre cele trei volume 
e ca §i cum le-ai citit pe toate, se cinta pe aceea§i coarda, cu 
minime innoiri de la o poezie la alta. Poetul se inchide intr- 

0 sfera conceptual!! unitara, de aici retorica specified. 
Oriunde ai deschide unul dintre volume, te afli in centrul 
universului poetic, acelea§i idei, aceea§i atitudine de 
scepticism revoltat. La nivelul limbajului, acelasi 
vocabular, bine acordat cu sfera conceptual!!, e recombinat 
in noi si noi sintagme, cu actualizari ce tin de mediul de 
astazi si chiar imediat al fiirUei aruncata in lume sa 

1 spas cased „Pacatul Originar”. Se Stic, pentru ca spuneau 
intclcptii, „fiul Evei nu trdiestc intr-o lume lipsita de 
vaiete”. Ambitia de a-si construi o meditatic personal!!, 
imposibil de realizat la nivelul vocabularului poetic deja 
obosit, e compensata de arta combinatici cuvintelor, fara sa 
poata evita freeventa redundant!! a unor sintagme. Cea mai 
freeventa, uneori plasata voit §i de doua ori in aceea§i 
poezie, este „Iluzia Vietii”. Alte zeci de cuvinte cheie, 
complementare, frapeaza prin utilizare ostentativa, spre a 
sublinia ideea de „Nonsens al Existentei”. Sint preferate 
serii de cuvinte scrise cu majuscula: „Clipa”, „Nemurire”, 
„Iluzie”, „Absurd”, „Tacere”, „Moarte”, „Etemitate”, 
„Adevar Absolut”, „Vis”, „Liber Arbitru”, „Pacatul 
Originar”, „Iubirea”, „Singuratatea”, „instrainarea”, 
„Dumnezeu” si multe altele. Sintagma care aduce aici si 
acum trairea problematizata a existentei este „Societatea de 
Consum”. Se degaja din poezie o frenezie a dublarii 
cuvintului ce sustinc ideea. Adesea, aceasta energie 
debordanta a reasezdrii cuvintelor acopera ceea ce cau^i in 
poeziile compuse pe una si acccasi tema, adica trairea 
intens afectiva a sentimentului „iluziei vietii”, inauntru, nu 
in afara. Aici sa mai amintim de maniera de a distinge 
cuvintele expresive ortografiate cu majuscula. Ploaia de 
majuscule tinde sa inunde citeva semnificajii de baza ale 
poeziilor. §i mai e o particularitate, punctuajia. Dupa 
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fiecare vers, incheiat sau nu ca intelcs, gramatical sau nu, e 
pusa virgula; punctul e pus de prcferinta numai dupa 
ultimul vers. Altfel decit Eclesiastul biblic, poetul nostru, 
mai mult revoltat decit melancolic, ierarhizeaza 
descrtaciunilc destul de putin ordonat ca sa poll urmari idei 
clare. Semnificaliile se aglomereaza in una si aceeasi 
poezie, cum e Ierarhia De^ertaciunii. Dar nu e singura. De 
vina poate fi realitatea contemporana care provoaca pe 
multiple planuri sensibilitatea poetului. Cuvintul 

„desertaciunc” e angajat intr-o combinaiie grava, taioasa, 
pus sa Insoleasca chiar fenomenul nasterii lumii, pentru a 
sugera, finalmente, prin alaturari culinare foarte originale, 
voit vulgarizatoare, dezgustul, „greala”, r la Sartre, lasate in 
urma de constiinta absurdului existeniei. Am trimis la 
poezia Industrie a Carnii Existen{iale: „Plugul 

Dcsertaciunii sapa adinc ,/ in iarina Existeniei,/ vrind sa 
insaminieze genele Iluziei Vieiii,/ pentru a nastc Lumea,/ 
dupa o gestaiie prelunga,/ in pintecul fara limite al 
Minciunii,/ care se sprijina pe Adevar pentru a exista,/ 
...corbii negri ai gindurilor,/ dezvoltind,/ O adevarata 
Industrie a Carnii Existeniiale,/ incepind,/ de la fripturi de 
vise pe gratarul Absurdului,/ pina la,/ mezeluri de cea mai 
buna calitate a Deznadejdii.” Ceea ce gase§ti in aceasta 
poezie: paradox, nonsens, nihilism, dezabuzare, visuri 
facute scrum, toate acestea si altele se vor multiplica, 
recombina caleidoscopic, in toata creaiia cuprinsa in aceste 
trei plachete. 

Daca noiiunile si conceptele sintetic cuprinse in 
cuvinte i§i pastreaza constant inielesul, soarta „cuvintului” 
nu e aceeasi, pare sa mearga spre epuizare, ca si forla de 
innoire a poeziei. Au si cuvintele soarta lor, in afara de 
poezie, cum zice poetul. La inceput, paradoxal, „Toamna 
sentimentala” e parasita „de recoltele inflacarate de 
cuvinte”, frenetic adunate de temperamentul aprins al 
poetului indragostit numai de anumite cuvinte, cele din 
semantica existenlialista. Alteori, „Stoluri de Cuvinte,/ 
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brazdeaza cerul Amintirilor”. In registru schimbat, cuvintul 
e chinuit ca instrument al presei, violenta, pe drept 
incriminata de poet: „Cuvinte lacustre,/ pling in ghivece de 
Martiri,/ puse la ferestrele bordelurilor de Ziare,...”. Este 
deplinsa soarta cuvintelor angajate insolit, grotesc: „La 
macelaria Cuvintelor,/ in coltul strazii Destinului,/ se vind 
ciolane de fraze stricate,/ pulpe de intclesuri pentru 
prajit,...”. §i cu acest fragment am ilustrat originalitatea 
combinatiilor verbale resentimentare, ce defuleaza o 
atitudine poetica provocata de revolta impotriva 
nonsensului existcntci. In cele din urma e metaforizata 
„iarna Cuvintelor,/ care ningeau peste Zilele noastre,...” §i 
e deplinsa soarta lor, caderea: „in Noroiul unor Cuvinte,/ 
obscene si pline de invective”, si, finalmente, sucombarea 
lor: „Cimitire de cuvinte se insira in sufletele,/ ce vor si 
spera la Inviere,. . Aici cuvintele s-au intors la poezie. 
Insa, cuvintul e numai instrumentul ce nu e numai al 
poetului, doar a lui e problema de fond a existcntci iluzorii, 
resimtita ca atare in termenii existentialismului de la 
inceputul secolului 21. Acesta e miezul, laitmotivul zecilor 
de poezii semnate de Sorin Cerin, distribuite studiat, 
presupun simbolic numerologic, in fiecare placheta cite 77, 
nici una in plus sau in minus. Din saminta acestei idei 
generos semanate, se ridica pentru poetul obosit de atita 
framintata gindire: „Ierburi de intrebari ce unduiesc alene 
peste pleoapele/ Asfintitului,/ ce abia se mai pot line 
intredeschise,/ in zarea unor Raspunsuri,/ ce par a fi migrat 
catre departarile reci ale Uitarii.” Nota meditativa a acestor 
versuri nu e cu totul descurajanta. Poetul nu e nici depresiv, 
nici anxios, pentru ca are un temperament tonic. El o ia 
mereu de la inceput, cu declaratii de neinvinsa vointa de a 
intelege, fara sa accepte, ca astfel sa se poata intoarce spre 
cunoasterea de sine. In imagini poetice rare se contureaza 
un fel de rezumat al discursului poetic, concentrat in 
poezia Ierarhia De§ertaciunii, incheiata, in tennenii 
contemporaneitatii absurdului. E un mod de a reinnoi ceea 
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ce s-a mai spus, ca „mincam absurd pe piine”. Pluralul 
indica in poet un exponent in numele omului, in general, 
„granitul” semnificind taina de nepatruns de care se lovcstc 
„trestia ginditoare”: ,,Catarati pe Stincile Victii,/ vrem sa 
intelegem granitul ca si cum ar fi,/ o trestie consticnta de 
Sine. || Demolam pilonii Naturii Iluziei Victii,/ incercind sa 
punem in locul lor,/ Un Vis cu mult mai strain de noi 
inline. || Ruinam slabiciunea,/ ... devenind propriile noastre 
epave,/ ce ratacesc spre nicaieri. || ... Sa fie ochii Societa^i 
de Consum facuti doar pentru a/ privi Ierarhia 
Descrtaciunilor? Iubirea, care ar merita un comentariu al 
nuantclor la care trimit imaginile poetice, este, in Vis §i 
realitate, o: „icoana prinsa de pcretii reci si insensibili,/ ai 
unei catedrale a desfriului, cum este Societatea de 
Consum, /care ne consuma victilc,/ pentru un Sens ce nu-1 
vom afla niciodata.” Dincolo de jocul cuvintelor se remarca 
substantivul grav ce anuleaza cu totul sacralitatea 
catedralei. E un transfer de scmnificatii fabricat de revolta 
pennanent revarsata asupra tipului de societate in care 
traim. Viata noastra, se lamenteaza poetul in Feline 
Existenfiale: „ se vinde scump la tejgheaua Destinului,/ 
pentru a da gust Desfriului,/ abonat cu cartela de placeri in 
regula ,/ la Societatea de Consum.”/... „Promisiuni 
Desartc,/ si-au pierdut cheile Implinirii,/ iar acum fac 
Morala cartelului de Legi ,/ alaturi de prostituatele 
politiciene ale momentului”. Limbajul violent, ca sageti 
poetice aruncate si contra degradarii teribile a politicului, 
defuleaza o revolta de tip nihilist, ridicata la rang de 
principiu. Tinta absolut actuala este inca si mai evidenta 
atunci cind, in poezia Jocul de-a Viata cu Moartea, este 
incriminata, cam in aceiasi termeni, „gradina Societatii de 
Consum Foamete,/ drept mari atleti ai taierilor de venituri./ 
Cintarele false si isterice ale Politicii,/ ne dramuiesc cu 
parcimonie fiecare Clipa...”. 

Schimbind subiectul, vocabula „clipa”, in raport cu 
„eternitatea”, actualizeaza o nota din arsenalul de cuvinte 
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specifice din limbajul marelui ginditor existentialist care a 
fost misticul Kierkegaard. Dupa cum atitudinea clar atee, 
cind e vorba de Dumnezeu §i biserica in poeziile lui Cerin, 
actualizeaza duritati de limbaj, cu particularitati ale 
cxistentialismului sartrean, in timp ce Matematica 
existenfei si multe alte poezii ne readuc in memoria 
culturala imaginea acelei „ monde casse ” perceputa critic 
de francezul Gabriel Marcel. 

Poate cea mai densa in concepte complementare 
„cxistcntei”, dintre poeziile celei dintii plachete, 
est eDesfriu. Sint incercari de a da definitii, de a pune in 
relatic lucrurile prin inversiune cu sens, din nou foarte grav 
acuzatoare, cum e cea cu adresa la „manastire”. Sigur, 
nefericirea liintci care scrie o asemenea poezie, vine nu 
numai din constiinta caderii omului in lume sub blestem 
divin, dar §i din ceea ce ar fi o consecinla, respingerea, pina 
la blasfemie a nevoii de Dumnezeu. Interogatia, din 
poezia Desfriu, care pare ca lasa cititorului libertatea de a 
da particulare raspunsuri, e un tertip al poetului consticnt de 
ceea ce all rma la modul mascat: „Existcnta este o naluca 
prinsa intre doua vise, Spatiul si/ Timpul./ Pacea va fi 
mereu datoare Razboiului cu propriile ei/ anne, 
Dcscrtaciunca Democratiei si Dictatura./ Care desfriu nu-si 
are manastirea sa si care crima ,/ dcmocratia ei? ” Poezia 
continua cu o noua delinitie a „Existentei” ca „joc de 
noroc”, insotita de „Speranta”, niciodata lasata in voia 
„liberului arbitru”, care i-ar da omului libertatea de a 
schimba ceva. Ramine numai libertatea fiintei de a judeca 
propria cxistenta, etern ingradita sa poata dcpasi absurdul. 
Natura demonstrativa a poetului il condamna, extroversiv, 
la excese, incit risipeste prea generos ce a adunat cu greu 
din biblioteca propriei vie^i §i a car|ilor. Paradoxal, acela§i 
temperament e sursa puterii de a trai autentic sentimentul 
de alienare, de instrainare si accentuata singuratate, pina la 
a-si simti sufletul ca o „casa in ruina”, din care, plecata, 
liinta cazuta in „neant”, mai are §ansa de a fi sortita 
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,,Etcrn itati i”. Ramin multe alte comentarii de facut la citeva 
cuvinte preferate ale poetului, inscrise cu majuscula. Dar, 
despre ,,Iubire”, „Dumnezeu”, „Biserica”, „Absurd”, „Clipa 
§i Etemitate”, „Tacere” §i „Moarte”, poate, altadata. Ar 
merita, pentru ca acestui poet nu-i lipsestc inspiratia rivnita 
de altii, cum scria poeta Magda Cameci, dar el trebuie sa se 
fereasca de pericolul de a ramine un artifex, si, inca, sa nu 
calce prea apasat pe urmele din Bacovia ori Emil Botta, 
spre a nu le desfigura prin exces. 

■ Ana Blandiana:"Poezia de meditatie pe care o 
scrie Sorin Cerin nu este o versificare de adevaruri 
filozofice,ci o impletire de revelatii despre aceste 
adevaruri. Iar raportul dintre intensitatea acestor 
revelatii si indoiala din care sunt construite adevarurile 
este chiar piatra filozofala a acestei poezii.De 
altfel,secretul de a putea fixa fulgerul revelatiei este o 
problema la fel de subtila ca si aceea a pastrarii energiei 
solare din zilele calde in cele reci." 

■ Prof.univ.dr Theodor Codreanu„Sorin Cerin este 
un ganditor aforistic paradoxist, de o mare mobilitate a 
m inti i, manuind cu maiestrie antitezele, imbinandu-le 
oximoronic sau alternandu-le chiasmatic in probleme cu 
mize majore din viata noastra spirituals si sociala. 
Poezia din Liberul arbitru este o prelungire a manierei 
sale de meditate, impregnand-o si cu o doza potrivita 
de kynism (in sensul dat cuvantului de Peter Sloterdijk), 
remind, totodata, performanta de a ramane pe teritoriul 
lirismului autentic chiar si atunci cand vitupereaza 
„Corbii vulgari necrolili §i necrofagi ai Viselor”. 

• Prof.univ.dr loan Holban„Despre expresivitatea si 
bogatia intelesurilor transmise Celuilalt prin tacere a 
scris pagini antologice Lucian Blaga. Poetul de azi 
scrie, in Marile Taceri, o poezie a sentimentului 
religios, nu de amvon, insa, ci in gind cu Dumnezeu, in 
meditatie si in fulgerarea gindului spre clipa Creatiei. 
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Poezia lui Sorin Cerin este a unui alt Cain ratacind in 
pustie, pastrind, inca, franturi din bucuria edenica 
pentru a iesi din ’’menghina” lumii unde omului cazut i 
se surpa orizontul sufletului in ploi de foe si urme de 
plumb”. 

- Prof. univ.dr. Maria Ana Tupan "Mcditatiilc lirice 

ale lui Sorin Cerin au ceva din amestecul paradoxal de 
disperare si energie a revoltei din eseurile filosofice ale 
lui Emil Cioran. Sesizarea tragismului si grotescului 
existen^ei nu conduce la paralizie psihica, ci la nihilism 
exorcizant si blasfemitor. Sfada cu “adulterinul 
Dumnezeu” - apelativ socant dar foarte expresiv pentru 
idea de pacat originar al lui ... Dumnezeu care trebuie 
sa fi zamislit lumea rea prin adulter cu Satana - capata 
accente sarcastice in vignetele unei Biblii desacralizate, 
cu un Creator care mestcrestc finnamentul la o masa de 
fierar si un Diavol in care s-au contopit loti frondistii 
hippy-rap-punk-porto-ricani: 

[...] stele le alcoolice, ale unui Univers, lacom, meschin §i 
cinic, baute de Dumnezeu la masa Creatici, 

pe cerurile inlacrimate ale Fericirii, mazgalite cu graffiti de 
Diavol, 

Daca poetul si-a propus in poemul La un gratar un cxcrcipu 
urmuzian, reusita e perfecta. Nu numai ingenioase salturi 
mortale pentru logica identitalii de pe un nivel ontologic in 
altul admiram aici, ci si tropismul de o baroca inventivitate 
al unui Eucharist pe dos, caci intr-un univers al victii spre 
moarte, cel care se frange e spiritul, cuvantul, pentru a 
revela un ... trup deleuzian, animalic, descris ca minulioasa 
harta anatomica a unui student medicinist. Poetul ne 
surprinde prin noutatea si rcvclatia delinitici aforistice, 
caci, dupa primul moment de surpriza, acceptam peisajul 
moralizat al timpului, cu un trecut mort, un viitor viu §i un 
prezent iluzoriu, contrar sentimentului comun ca viata traita 
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e eul nostra cert, ca doar prezentul exista cu adevarat si ca 
viitorul e pura ipoteza. Cerin redcfinestc fiinta umana ca 
aflandu-si autenticitatea in multiplicarea mentala a real i tali i 
teme §i ca proiect existentialist". 

- Prof.univ.dr. Mircea Muthu "Disperarea de a gasi 
un Sens cxistentci contemporane aluvioneaza 
testimoniul poetic al lui Sorin Cerin in care amurgul 
limbajului, asociat cu „clepsidra sparta” a timpului,este 
res im tit - cu acuitate tragica - de „cuvintele noastre 
torturate”. 

"Meditajia, intoarsa spre sine insa§i de „oglinzile 
intrebarii”sau de catre „ochii” fabulosi ai Oceanului 
nesfarsit, se automacereaza la acceasi temperatura febrila, 
de arc voltaic, enuntata - in nuce -de sintagma „ploilor de 
foe”. 


Prof.univ.dr. Cornel Ungureanu " Sorin Cerin 
propune un discurs poetic despre felul de a trece 
"dincolo", o re Hectic si o ingandurare care are nevoie 
mereu de majuscule. Cu majuscule, cuvintele pot sa 
suporte accentele apasate ale autorului care pascstc. cu 
atata energie, pe taramurile framos traversate de cei 
inzestrati cu harul preotiei. Sorin Cerin ritualizeaza 
timpurile deconstructici poetice, daca e sa intclcgem 
cum se cuvine desfasurarea versurilor sub steagul 
titlului." 

Prof.univ.dr. Ion Vlad "Sorin Cerin si-a definit 
poemele din volumul "Marile Taceri""poezii de 
meditatie" Fara indoiala,reflexivitatea e dominanta 
creatiei sale, prezidate de interogatii,revolta,nelinisti si 
o dramatica cercetare a TACERII,topos al indoielilor,al 
cutezantei si al aventurii spiritului in permananta 
cautare a adevarului;poezia sa urmeaza unei axiologii 
de un intens dramatism.E lirica luciditatii,a meditatiei si 
a lirismului autentic". 
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Lect. univ.dr. Laura Lazar Zavaleanu: 

"Intelectual format la scoala bucuresteana, dar simtind 
nevoia sa se revendice, admirativ, de la modelul critic 
al fcolii clujene, unde isi identified modelele exemplare 
in profesorii Ion Vlad §i Mircea Muthu, Sorin Cerin i§i 
construicste si poezia intertextual, pentru ca poetul 
Marilor Taceri isi declara peste tot maestri i, identificati 
aici, intrinsec, cu Blaga (prin refleciie filozofica §i 
structure prozodica uneori voit calchiata dupa Poemele 
luminii) si Arghczi.Insusi titlul volumului, Marile 
Taceri, impune imperativul unui dialog implicit cu 
poezia lui Arghezi purtand acclasi titlu.Cautarilor 
febrile din Psalmii arghezieni ale unui Dumnezeu 
chemat sa se arate, le raspund aici interpelarile fare 
odihna ale unui apostat credincios, care se sfasie, in 
pustia gandului si a imaginii firant oglindite de lumea 
declarata, intre dragoste dcnuntatorie si revolta tandra, 
intre blestem incantatoriu si ruga deghizata, de vcsnic 
indragostit, fara putinta de a-si declina, in realitate, 
fervoarea, desi cuvantul experimenteaza, estet, intregul 
lexic blasfemiant si apocaliptic.O duplicitate 
izbavitoare, in fapt, care - strigandu-si drama 
instrainarii si a introspcctiei ratate, ca si ncputinta 
intalnirii cu celalalt sau spaima suprapunerii cu el, intr- 
o lume al carei sens este ratacit in „tenebrele lagarelor 
de idei”, la interfcrenta unui timp si unui spatiu ajunse 
“la capat de ho tar ” -,nastc, in litania 'a rebours, 
semnele crcatiei mantuite, in plin festin cinic, “pe masa 
olarului iubirii" 

Conf. univ. dr.Calin Teuti§an "Poezia lui Sorin 
Cerin declama o fatala nostalgie a Sensului. Gandirea 
poetica incearca recuperarea lui, din fragmente 
disparate, readuse la un loc prin travaliul liric, 
inchipuind o posibila harta reconstituita, fie si 
fragmentar, a lumii, dar mai ales a fiintei. Metaforismul 
neovizionarist este cadrul de rcfcrinta al acestor poeme, 
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traversate, cand si cand, de parabole ale realului, "citit" 
in cheie simbolica, dar si ironica. Cinismul lipscstc cu 
dcsavarsire din versurile lui Sorin Cerin.Aceasta 
inseamna ca personajul liric ce cuvanta in paginile de 
fata, mai exact constiirUa lirica, pune o presiune etica 
asupra real itati i, fortand-o astfel sa-si asume propriile 
adevaruri uitate." 

Prof. univ.dr. Cornel Moraru"Profet al neantului 
existential, poetul face parte din categoria moralistilor, 
rezumand intr-o maniera fulguranta precepte aforistice 
si proicctii aspre dintr-o viziune extatica de stars it de 
lume. Medi labile sale dezvolta o retorica furibunda pe 
tenia "nonSensului Existentei", dcsi exprima mai mult 
indoieli decat certitudini si intrebari decat raspunsuri. 
Intensitatea implicarii in acest demers liric atinge, pe 
rand, cote extreme: de la jub italic la sarcasm si de la 
indignare, din nou, la extaz..." 

Prof.univ.dr. Ovidiu Moceanu "Prin cimiterele 
viselor, volumul semnat de Sorin Cerin, poezia marilor 
intrebari cxistcntiale isi cauta un nou statut, construind, 
in texte care comunica subteran, un chip al omului 
interogativ. "Catedrala existentei" are capcanele ei, 
"Adevarul absolut" pare de neatins, "Crinii albi ai 
adevarului" pot ucide, "daca nu-§i aerise§ti camara 
mintii", eul poetic descopera mai degraba un 
"Dumnezeu prea amar"... Toate acestea sunt expresii 
ale unei stari de mare tensiune interioara, in care 
luciditatea sageteaza revelatia si limiteaza trairea 
deplina a sensului existentei". 

Prof.univ.dr. Dumitru Chioaru 'Discurs profetic, 
filosofic sau poetic? - e greu de determinat in care se 
incadreaza textele lui Sorin Cerin. Autorul le 
inglobeaza toate trei intr-o formula personala, aparent 
desueta estetic, rostind insa cu suflu de poeta vates 
ultimele cuvinte dinaintea Apocalipsei. O apocalipsa in 
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care lumea desacralizata §i dominata de false valori 
sfirscste pentru a putea regenera prin Cuvint". 

Prof.univ.dr. §tefan Borbely "Spirit pro fund §i 
sincer religios, Sorin Cerin cauta disperat dupa 
diamantul ascuns in negurile molozului, ale cenusii. Un 
intreg arsenal al modcrnitatii negative - cani ale 
pustiului, apa uitarii, abatoare, sarbatoarea continua a 
sufcrintei, maimuta de lemn putrezit etc., etc. - e 
chemat sa denude, in versurile sale, "armele letale ale 
societa^i de consum" §i "ospiciul" alienarii prin 
mercantilizare a cxistcntei noastre de fiecare zi. Tonul e 
apodictic, pasional, profetic, nu admite nuance sau 
replici. "Noii pasi ai credintei" sunt enuntati 
peremptoriu ca speranta a mantuirii colective, "lumina 
divina" se intrezarestc, izbavitor, la capatul inca 
indepartat al supliciului, insa, pe moment, poetul pare 
sa fie preocupat exclusiv de retorica eschatologica, 
intrezarind decadere, demisie morala sau mine cam 
peste tot pe unde-1 poata pasii sau privirile" 

Gheorghe Andrei Neagu "Definitoriu pentru acest 
autor pare sa fie pe drept cuvant, indoiala, drept piatra 
de temelie a poemelor sale(Greseala pag. 73)11 felicit pe 
autor pentru cutezantele sale stilistice din "Din ochii 
luminii divine pag. 81 precum si din celelalte pacate 
cuibarite in sanul lui creator. Cred ca literatura romana 
are in Sorin Cerin un scriitor al mileniului 3 care trebuie 
abordat cu mai multa insistenta de critica de 
specialitate" 

Marian Odangiu“Lirica lui Sorin Cerin este una a 
intrebarilor escntiale: relatia Fiintci cu Divinitatea intr-o 
lume din ce in ce mai distorsionata valoric ( si 
distorsionanta in acelasi timp !), disparitia unor repere 
fundamental - atragand dupa sine i nterogati i 
coplcsitoarc si infinite nclinisti -, abscnta tot mai 
tulburatoare a unor Adevaruri care sa deschida calea 
spre Mantuire, indoielile profund demotivante asupra 
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Sensului Vietii, absurd inaltat la rang de rati une 
cxistentiala alimenteaza spaima si angoasele poetului. 
Versurile sale dezvolta astfel o veritabila retorica a 
disperarii, in care, aidoma unei insecte halucinate de 
Lumina, autorul lanseaza intrebari fara raspuns, cauta 
confirmari acolo unde acestea au intrat de mult in 
disolutic, navigheaza indurerat dar lucid printre imagini 
si metafore de elevata si convingatoare pregnanta, 
construicstc scenarii apocaliptice despre Viata, Iubire si 
Moarte...” 

Eugen Evu:"...cartile par a fi obiecte de cult- 
cultura-proprie testamentara ale unui ceremonial, ...al 
neo-cunoasterii, platonic-socratice sub semnul 
“Guvemamantului General al Genezei” bunaoara. Ceea 
ce merita considerat este si imperativul transparent al 
autorului de a comunica in limba natala, romaneasca. 
Singuratatea atribuita Sacrului este totusi a fiintci 
umane in ipostaza ei reductiva, a conditiei 
umane....Cum Vinea scria, poetul vede idei ale sale, 
sau oglindire in ‘odaia cu oglinzi’ a bibliotecii 
universale. Un destin desigur personal, in mare parte 
asumat, nota bene.In volumul Politice, la extrema lui 
H.R. Patapievici poetul este bine-stiutor al problemei 
eliadesti, al “caderii umanului in zoon politikon”. . .Intre 
rationalism si irationalism, Sorin Cerin navigheaza pe 
Oceanul Interconnection." 
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CUPRINS 


1. Verbe fara Substantive 

2. Cenusa Religiei 

3. Biserica si Creatie 

4. Pretentiile Absurdului 

5. Meduzele razelor 

6. Enoriasi grabiti 

7. Viza Lui Dumnezeu 

8. Diavolul Adevarului 

9. Patimi Ieftine 

10. Bonele Inocentei 

11. Vicisitudini 

12. Moarte si Clipe 

13. Simtirea Mortii 

14. Roti de Ore 

15. Vazduhuri brodate 

16. La Butoniera Cuvantului 

17. O caramida de Adevar 

18. Strigat de ajutor 

19. Desert de Sperante 

20. Stiinta si Religie 

21. Saracie de Emotii 

22. Genunchii Sperantelor 

23. Cosmarul Dorului 

24. Amanta Timpului 

25. Scanteia Focului Sacru 

26. Crematoriile Viselor 

27. O Clipa de hrana 

28. Orasul Macelarilor de Vise 

29. Oglinda Facerii Lumii 
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30. Netrecutul 

31. Tainele Mortii 

32. O portie pe cinste 

33. Tintari habotnici 

34. Masa Tacerii 

35. Greieri vagabonzi 

36. Pacat si Blestem 

37. Desertaciune si Non - Sens 

38. Obligatoriu Moarte 

39. Farmecul Existentei 

40. Fantasme isterice 

41. Faleza Tragediei Fiintei 

42. Coltii Anilor 

43. Lacomii nebune si meschine 

44. Ciolan 

45. Funie 

46. Sare amara 

47. Heruvimi tristi 

48. Normalitate 

49. Zi dupa Zi 

50. La mana a doua 

51. Arcusuri risipite 

52. Clipe Sociale 

53. Bon de plata 

54. Foamea de Ani 

55. Timorat 

56. Lacat de Vise 

57. Targuri de sfarsit de Lume 

58. Caine schiop 

59. Tacerea si Singuratatea 

60. Adevar obez 

61. Unicul Sens 

62. Riduri 

63. Ochii Cerului 

64. Barfe 

65. Trandafiri Neintelesi 

9 9 
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66. Fiinta de Lumina Divina 

67. Ore de chin 

68. Oprelisti 

69. La Loteria Desfraului Politic 

70. Cimitirul Cuvantului Creatiei 

71. Pe aratura 

72. Aripile pescarusilor 

73. Locomotiva unui Cuvant 

74. Medicament pentru raceala 

/V 

75. Intruparea Eternitatii 

76. Aer respirabil 

77. Parastase de credite 
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1. Verbe fara Substantive 


Ploua cu cer peste gratiile Inimilor, 
ce par a nu fi cunoscut niciodata, 
sangele pasiunii sinucigasilor de Clipe, 
care huzuresc pe mesele patate de mocirla Creatiei, 
ale unui Destin corrupt de Dumnezeu, 
pentru a fi vulgar si cinic, 
cu sufletele care vor sa se adape, 
la crasma Existentei, 
unde se vinde venin din plin, 
pentru a ucide, 
ce a mai ramas din Verbele, 
care nu au auzit de Substantive niciodata 
pentru a invesmanta, 

Lumea de Apoi, 
cu raceala privirii lor, 
dureros de fierbinte, 
atunci cand contempla, 
o piatra funerara, 
unde se pare, 
ca n-ar fi reprezentat, 
pe Nimeni niciodata, 
intr-o Lume a Iluziei Vietii, 
care de fapt nu exista. 
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2. Cenusa Religiei 


Vasle putrede de vise gata sa se erupa, 
rup lacul Existentei, 
nascand Trecutul. 

Vijelii faraonice de indoieli, 
opresc lava Vulcanilor Patimilor, 
sa mai erupa, 
in suburbiile viciilor lor. 

Fumuri de consolare, 

dezgolesc esentele Adevarurilor Mincinoase, 
ale bordelurilor de Promisiuni, 
ce inca mai ard pe jarul Inocentei, 
a carei cenusa a devenit Religie. 
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3. Biserica si Creatie 


Daca Dumnezeu n-ar mai fi Creator, 
ar mai fi existat vreodata? 

Greseala devine perfectiune si Pacatul sfintenie atunci cand 
unica alternativa este Lumea. 

Nu exista onoare mai mare decat Moartea in aceasta 
Existenta a Iluziei Vietii. 

Fiecare altar isi are adulatorii lui precum fiecare biserica 
caramizile fauririi ei de catre Creatie. 
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4. Pretentiile Absurdului 


Meditatii ale nonsensului Existentei, 
vor sa se scuture de coama Cunoasterii, 
leoaica fioroasa la capataiul moribund al Constiintei, 
care ne lipseste din ce in ce mai mult. 

Falnice jgheaburi de iertari, 
se intind de-a lungul si de-a latul, 

Tinutului Mizeriilor Umane, 

desert pustiit de necuviinta averilor de vise, 

ce nu puteau sa implineasca vreodata, 

pretentiile Absurdului, 

de a fi victorioase, 

in fata Mortii, 

pentru care exista Viata, 

cu trup si suflet, 

incendiat de Iluzie. 
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5. Meduzele razelor 


Meduzele razelor de nelinisti, 

se ascund in spatele perdelelor de zambete, 

ale norilor de plumb, 

ce sparg ferestrele deschise ale sufletelor, 

stiind ca cioburile aduc noroc, 

Cerului Cuvintelor, 
ce trebuiau spuse demult, 
unui Dumnezeu, 
care asteapta de o vesnicie, 
sa-si inteleaga propria Creatie, 
scrutand vazduhul, 

Intelesurilor si neintelesurilor, 
dintre Binele si Raul, 
de a exista, 
al acestei Lumi. 
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6. Enoriasi grabiti 


Cerceii Credintei, 

par ca nu mai au urechi care sa auda, 

slujbele Iubirii, 

din amvonul princiar, 

care se naruie la fiecare sarut, 

al ploilor de foe, 

cu cerul sufletelor incendiate, 

in Desertaciunea aspiratiilor. 

Enoriasi grabiti de intelesuri, 

vor sa-si spele, 

cat mai repede visele, 

pe mainile lor murdarite, 

de sangele clocotitor al dorintelor ascunse. 
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7. Viza Lui Dumnezeu 


Pasii ploilor de Sensuri, 
se ascund dupa fustele lungi, 
ale copacilor de intelesuri, 
taiate pana la radacinile, 
Adevarului Absolut, 
care pare a nu mai avea seva, 
datatoare de noi anotimpuri, 
ale Cunoasterii. 


Doar greierii meschini ai Politicilor, 
au ramas sa propuna noi amendamente, 
legilor spirituale, 

privind taierea padurilor de Clipe, 
din sanul Etemitatii, 
unei natiuni cu nume de Iubire, 
la care a cerut viza pana si Dumnezeu, 
dar cu regret I-a fost respinsa. 
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8. Diavolul Adevarului 


Lasa-mi radacinile Creatiei, 
sa-mi creasca in locul Religiilor rebele, 
din demonstratiile de forta, 
ale Bisericilor, 

ce-mi ingenuncheaza Destinul. 


Arme ruginite de Regrete, 
lovesc inca in Dumnezeul Patimilor, 
care si-a ascuns barba rasa de Necinste, 
in pirostriile Casatoriei, 
cu Diavolul Adevarului Absolut, 
al Existentei, 

ce nu mai doreste sa dea interviuri, 
Nimanui, 

dupa ce a fost aleasa de Moarte, 

Regina Iluziei Vietii. 
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9. Patimi Ieftine 


Cate Revanse sa fi cladit Dumnezeu, 
Catedralelor de Inimi, 
ce-si bat Clipele la fiecare ceas, 
istovit si alergat, 
de Lume. 

Sa fi existat Patimi atat de ieftine, 
incat sa se fi vandut pentru un sarut, 
al Existentei cu Natura Umana? 
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10. Bonele Inocentei 


Cate Revanse sa fi aprins Dumnezeu, 
incat ar fi acceptat sa aprinda, 

Cosul de Gunoi al Naturii Umane, 
tocmai de Revelionul Sperantelor, 
ale caror cenusi erau duse demult, 
spre Cerurile unor Cuvinte, 
pline de Norii Deznadejdii, 
al caror plumb, 

cadea mai greu decat niciodata, 
in ploile de foe ale Sufletelor. 


Crematorii de Vise, 

plutesc in aerul Promisiunilor Desarte, 

angajate de Adevar, 

drept Bone ale Inocentei. 
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11. Vicisitudini 


Cred in Destin, 

mai mult decat in Mirarea, 

de a fi Devenirea Existentei. 


Ma rup de funia Iluziei, 

fiindca nu accept sa ma spanzur de Clipele, 

pe care nu le-am inteles vreodata. 

Toate vicistitudinile Vietii, 
sunt simple roti, 

ale mecanismului devorator de noi insine, 
denumit Moarte. 
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12. Moarte si Clipe 


Retraiesc Armonia unui Univers, 
al carui Inteles consta in Moarte. 

Pasii risipiti ai Clipelor, 
se ascund in monnanul de Simtiri, 
al caror Sens este tot Moartea. 


Doar Fericirea se mai ascunde pe la colturile Vietii, 
crezand ca poate fi implinita fara de Moarte, 
inselandu-se amar, 

atunci cand priveste Universul unei Existence, 
pentru care Adevarul Absolut este Moartea. 
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13. Simtirea Mortii 


Cine sunt in Simtirea Mortii? 

Poate un Print al Patimilor , 
renascut din Privirea unei Vieti Amare, 
aruncate de catre Destin, 
pe Genunchii unor coji de Nuca, 
ai unei Existence ce nu mai vrea, 
Lumea de Apoi, 
fara de taria, 

Iubirii. 

Poate un ghiocel al unei Primaveri, 
care nu-si poate intelege, 
mugurii Adevarului Absolut, 
din care s-a intrupat Moartea, 

Amintirii tale. 
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14. Roti de Ore 


Ravase de jar, 
ard Viitorul, 
dorinte aprinse, 
lumineaza Cerurile Mortii, 
adanc in Tnimi. 


Lovituri de bici, 

canta norii privirilor, 

fulgeratoare, 

la masa Norocului, 

cazut din balansoarul, 

lunii de miere a Iluziei Vietii. 


Roti de Ore, 

se invart pe spatele Asteptarii, 
inghetate si strivite, 
de indiferenta unui Timp, 
ca de fiecare data, 
al Nimanui. 
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15. Vazduhuri brodate 


Radicalii liberi de Concepte, 
au devenit constructori de Morale, 
la pret de specula, 
pe fruntea Societatii de Consum, 
Iluzii ale Vietii. 


Peroane ratacite, 

isi mai cauta si azi trenurile viselor, 
pe care sa alerge neinfricate, 
spre Moarte. 

Lazi de sentimente, 

gata oricand sa fie date drept zestre, 

stau abatute si insingurate, 

in fata Garii Pustiului, 

crezand ca vor fi luate de vreun Vant, 

fie chiar si o mica Boare, 

si duse sus, 

in Vazduhurile brodate cu placeri, 
ale Destinelor. 
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16. La Butoniera Cuvantului 


La Moara Regasirii, 
inca se mai macina, 
cheresteaua Intrebarilor, 
desprinse din tulpine falnice, 
ale arborilor taiati ai Cunoasterii, 
pentru a fi folosita, 
drept culcus moale, 
in sicriul Iubirii, 

care a parasit Taverna Gandurilor, 
platind unul dintre cele mai mari preturi, 
pentru a se ascunde, 
intr-o Lacrima a Uitarii, 
din cimitirul Aspiratiilor, 
incorsetat cu tepii unor trandaliri, 
la Butoniera Cuvantului, 
mereu inchisa, 

si fara un program de audiente, 
afisat stangaci, 
in vitrina ochilor, 
ca mai inainte. 
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17. O caramida de Adevar 


Cat de elastica, 

sa 11 fost Despartirea de Dumnezeu, 
incat a ajuns, 

sa se intinda pana la Strada Deznadejdii, 
colt cu Desertaciunii, 
a toate cate sunt si vor mai fl? 


Cum sa mai reparam podul Fericirii, 
cand e pazit cu strasnicie de Pacatul Originar, 
ce ucide orice Clipa, 
care aduce o caramida de Adevar, 
ca sa-1 construiasca? 
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18. Strigat de ajutor 


Muscatele isi musca Remuscarile, 

de a fi expuse in ferestrele Privirilor, 

sparte de cate o intrebare, 

cu nume de Iubire, 

ce vine din neant si pare a Nimanui, 

spre a fi rascolita, 

de raspunsul cu nume de Moarte. 

ingerii Viselor, 
sparg Zidurile Sfinteniei, 
din catedralele dezmostenite, 
de un Dumnezeu al Urii, 
spre a se reuni in tariile, 
cu multe grade alcoolice, 
ale Cerurilor din Patimi, 
special create, 

ca sa nu fie intelese niciodata, 
indiferent cine striga surd, 
dupa Ajutor. 
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19. Desert de Sperante 


Urine arse de zapezile gandurilor, 
stau insirate la Masa Mortii, 
unde mananca adeseori Timpul, 

Oamenii de Zapada topiti dupa reteta de fite, 
a Societatii de Consum, 

Vieti. 


Acari dezmosteniti de Soarta, 
isi trag pe sfoara Greselile iuti, 
msirand-le cu maiestrie, 
gandind la ciorba sociala, 
pentru a fi puse la uscat, 
in Apa tot mai secata a Implinirii, 
ce a devenit, 

Desert de Sperante. 
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20. Stiinta si Religie 


Oare cum ar fi aratat, 

palmile Constiintei Umane, 

fara Piroanele ruginite pe crucea Intrebarilor? 

Ce ar mai fi scurs sangele Istoriei, 
din Lacrima unei Religii? 

in ce sertare de Pasiuni, 
ar mai fi cotrobait, 
corabiile Moralei, 
oceanele Fiintei, 
daca tarmurile Raspunsurilor, 
nu ar fi fost in Stiinta? 
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21. Saracie de Emotii 


Insectele ratacirilor scurma tarana Privirii, 
bolnave de verighetele pierdute, 
ale trecatoarelor Intalniri. 


Copitele gandurilor apasa greoi Ziua garbovita, 
alergand spre Neintelesul rege al Banului. 


Saracie de Emotii la piata sfaturilor goale, 
de orice Sensuri cu privire la Ploia de Foe, 
a Iubirii. 
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22. Genunchii Sperantelor 


Ghilimele ieftine incolacesc Adevarul, 
pus de Zambetele false, 
la colturile unei guri a Desertaciunii. 

Petale ofilite de Clipe, 
sunt presarate pe catafalcul Ignorantei, 
care se Indreapta meet dar sigur, 
spre cimitirul Iubirii. 

Zodii ranite mustesc de Moarte, 
in genunchii Sperantelor unei Revederi. 
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23. Cosmarul Dorului 
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Boare de vis, 
lacoma sa manance flori, 
din gheata Sentimentelor, 
alearga sprintara, 
spre vazduhul unei inimi, 
ce pare a fi a Nimanui. 


Acoperisul Temerilor, 

a ajuns sa fie sprijinit, 

de zidurile grele si mucegaite, 

ale Amintirilor, 

ce ning amenintatoare, 

spre cantatul unui cocos al Dezamagirii, 

dintr-o dimineata, 

hartuita de un Cosmar nebun si sadic, 
al Dorului, 
haituit de Moarte. 
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24. Amanta Timpului 


Repetitii reci si vulgare de Clipe, 

ce-si irosesc rosturile Asteptarilor desarte, 

in bordelurile unor Sperante, 

mai desfranate decat Timpul, 

ce doarme numai alaturi de amanta sa, 

Moarte. 


Clovni supusi Placerilor , 
poleite cu izul urat mirositor, 
al descompunerii camii, 
unor Zile atrofiate, 
fac iarasi tumbe in jurul, 
Destinului, 
crezand ca vor primi, 
si de data aceasta, 

Mantuirea Desertaciunii. 
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25. Scanteia Focului Sacru 


Tarana Rasaritului, 
a devenit noroi peste zi, 
udata din plin, 

de Lacrimile nesupuse ale Iubirii, 
ce-si doreste cat mai multa Viata, 
care sa o hraneasca, 
la Taverna fara Nume, 
a Spiritualitatii, 

din cimitirul ros de remuscarile, 
Anotimpului unui Suras, 
straniu si secat de orice Cumpana, 
care ii mai tinea candva de urat, 
la fantana Iluziei Vietii, 
pierduta de catre, 

Scanteia Focului Sacru al Genialitatii, 
in Mo arte. 
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26. Crematoriile Viselor 


Cenusa Cuvintelor, 

puse pe Jarul Adevarului Absolut, 

este aruncata la mtamplare, 

pe aleile Istoriilor de Intalniri, 

stabilite de comun acord, 

Intre Moarte si Destin. 

Crematoriile Viselor, 
inca functioneaza cu orar prelungit, 
la talpile unor Iubiri, 
ce n-au nici macar banii, 
necesari Pompelor Funebre, 
pentru a mmormanta Trecuturi. 
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27. O Clipa de hrana 


Turme de Adevaruri, 
se reintorc, 

la poalele Muntilor de Iluzii ale Vietii, 
mai costelive, 

decat in Primavara unei Aspiratii, 
cand au crezut ca vor Invinge, 
maltimile garbovite de Ganduri, 
ale Cerurilor din Cuvintele, 
care si-au dorit Nemurirea, 
ajunse si ele pribege si neputincioase, 
la Poarta Mortii, 
pentru a cere o Clipa de hrana, 
doar atat si nimic mai mult, 
cu care sa-si mai potoleasca foamea, 
de identitate. 


156 



SORINCERIN - DEATH 


28. Orasul Macelarilor de Vise 


E sarbatoare in orasul Macelarilor de Vise, 
pe majoritatea pleoapelor, 
sunt arborate drapelele Resentimentelor. 

Flasnetari dizgratiosi de Anunturi, 
intoneaza imnul Adevarului Olog, 
la picioarele de lemn ale caruia, 
se inchina multimile de Reprosuri. 

Umbrele colorate de patimi, 

sunt purtate de majoretele Vremurilor, 

spre a li invartite pe fetele isterice ale Clipelor, 

ce nu pot intelege, 

nici in ruptul capului naruit de pod al orgiilor politice, 
cum de-au reusit sa treaca si de data asta, 
raul Mortii pentru a reveni la Iluzia Vietii, 
la fel de tefere si nevatamate. 
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29. Oglinda Facerii Lumii 


Rictus amar de stele cazatoare, 
in privirea pierduta la zarurile Creatiei, 
de un Dumnezeu, 

care si-a spart Oglinda Facerii Lumii, 
in capul insangerat al Pacatului Originar, 
vrand sa se spele cu Mainile Mortii, 
de tot si de toate, 
ranindu-se din neatentie, 
in cioburile ramase pe la colturile Universului, 
nascand astfel Iluzia Vietii, 
pe care o priveste, 
ca o mare creatoare, 
de Biserici cu genunchii rosi, 
de matreata Timpului, 
care ninge cu disperare, 
troienind nesfarsitele rugaciuni. 
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30. Netrecutul 


Universul Creatiei, 
isi croseteaza, 

rochiile de stele ale Cunoasterii, 
nnpletind, 
fraze si verbe, 

alese din piata de vechituri ale Etemitatii, 
care n-a inteles niciodata, 

Sensul Viitorului, 
mtr-un spatiu, 
fara de Inceput sau Sfarsit, 
unde nici unul nu poarta, 

Gluga Calugariei Nememiciei si Nimicniciei, 
cum face de exemplu Nemurirea, 
la Manastirea Sfinteniei Iubirii, 
unde doar Netrecutul, 
poate trece raul Mortii. 
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31. Tainele Mortii 


Cirezi de patimi, 

sparg padocurile costelive ale Moralei, 
alergand haotic, 
catre Revolutiile Inimilor, 
conservatoare sau democrate, 
toate striga intr-un cor al Existentei, 
lozinci putrede, 

naclaite de unele Clipe prostituate, 
ce vor semnarea unui acord, 
cu Sangele Indiferent, 
care le promite, 

Amor Carnal, 
cat mai venal, 
la portile mereu deschise, 
ale Cimitirelor de Iubiri, 
ascunse in Tainele Mortii. 
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32. O portie pe cinste 


Fluturii Iubirii, 

sunt striviti de stomacurile fermecate, 
ale Zanelor Prostituate Amazoane, 
pentru a deveni placeri carnale, 
livrate fara intrerupere, 

la Abatorul Targului de Drepturi si Libertati Meschine, 
unde fiecare cetatean al planetei Suferinta, 
primeste ratia de Moarte, 
in cele mai variate produse, 
mezeluri accidentale, 
cotlete canceroase, 
si de ce nu, 

o portie pe cinste din Sunca Nesabuintei, 
luata din dosul unei Clipe de Cosmar. 
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33. Tintari habotnici 


Furcile Caudine ale Religiilor, 
au fost inchise in Cutia Pandorei, 
de unde mai fac si azi prozelitism, 
cu Patimile si Bordelurile Cunoasterii. 

Tantari habotnici de Momente, 
ce vor sa schimbe, 
fata nespalata si nefardata a Lumii, 
zumzaie neincetat la piciorul de lemn al Mortii, 
amenintand ca-1 vor intepa. 

Popoare ce ara de milenii oceanul Minciunii, 
sunt disperate sa-si potoleasca setea, 
cu Fericire. 
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34. Masa Tacerii 


Soimi spasmodici de Regrete, 
vor sa vaneze Iertari, 
in padurea virgina a Viitorului, 
unde este imbalsamata Fericirea. 

Tractoare cemite de Remuscari, 
ara ogoarele Suferintei, 
pentru a pune recolta Idealurilor, 
pe Masa Tacerii, 
la capatul careia, 
asteapta Moartea. 


163 



SORINCERIN - DEATH 


35. Greieri vagabonzi 


Cerceii pierduti ai Desfraului, 
au fost aflati de Moarte, 
spre a fi pusi, 

la urechile surde ale Destinului. 


Greierii vagabonzi ai Certitudinilor, 

prea ragusiti pentru Sonata Iubirii, 

cauta disperati la Mica Publicitate a Viselor, 

scena pentru concertul enigmatic al Desertaciunii, 

ce va fi finantat de Iluzia Vietii, 

pentru ziua onomastica, 

al unui Adevar al Non - Sensului Existentei. 
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36. Pacat si Blestem 


Creatii desfranate, 

biciuesc calapodul Sacralitatii. 

Luceferi cinici, 

ard Lumina Divina a Universului de pomana, 
pe fruntile ridate de fluviile rascumpararii, 
unor Religii, 

ce se vor mai mantuitoare, 
decat insusi Moartea. 


Gheare avide de putere, 

injunghie sufletele unei Existence a Nimanui. 

Justitii Divine, 
ce au balantele stricate, 

inca de la infiintarca Lumii ca Pacat si Blestem, 
judeca interesele meschine, 
ale Banilor ca fiind unicul lor Dumnezeu, 
atat de departe de chipul si asemanarea noastra, 
incat nu este de gasit niciodata, 
alaturi de Strainul din noi. 
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37. Desertaciune si Non - Sens 
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Gheata de netrecut a Remuscarilor, 
se topeste, 

prin Focul Sacru al Greselii, 
unei Creatii a Pacatului Originar, 
in roua Noptilor, 
ce nu pot sa doarma, 
de stralucirea oarba, 
a unui Dumnezeu al Regretelor, 
care cad odata, 

cu stelele cazatoare ale Vietilor, 
pe bolta Cimitirului de Iluzii ale Vietii, 
unde Non-Sensul devine Rege, 
iar Desertaciunea, regina lui, 
ce conduc cu mana de fier, 
toate regulile, 

prin care Sufletele sunt livrate Mortii, 
drept hrana spirituals, 
nestiind niciodata, 
de ce aceasta nu doreste, 

Adevarul Absolut al Sensului Existentei, 
sau poate ca ceea ce vedem, 
ca Desertaciune si Non - Sens, 
intr-o alta realitate transcedentala, 
este cu totul altceva ? 
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38. Obligatoriu Moarte 


Moartea este caramida fara de care Viata ar 11 o simpla 
boare de vant a Uitarii de care Creatia s-ar fi lipsit. 


Sacralitatea se datoreaza mai mult Mortii decat Vietii, 
devenind un chip al Lumii de Apoi. 


Un Destin fara de Moarte nu ar fi nici macar nemuritor. 

Nemurirea pentru a fiinta, trebuie obligatoriu sa calce pe 
Eternitatea Mortii. 
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39. Farmecul Existentei 


Orice pas facut in Viata se numeste Sens, 
pe cand in Moarte Contrasens? 

Dar cand cele doua se intersecteaza, 

nu se naste scanteia stralucitoare a Luminii Divine, 

care desluseste, 

incotro il putem gasi pe Adevaratul Duinnezeu, 

ascuns in fiecare dintre noi, 

ca sa-I simtim maretia, 

prin care poate Iubi absolutul Lumii, 

pe care inca nu o putem intelege, 

sau vedea, 

fiind cu totul alta, 

o Lume a Stralucirii, 

data noua ca sa luminam, 

Farmecul Existentei, 
ce pare ca a imbatranit, 
de cand ne tot asteapta, 
sa o descoperim, 
in labirintele intrebarilor, 
fara de raspunsuri. 
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40. Fantasme isterice 


Cetati de verbe nu pot accepta Sensurile, 
unei Realitati a Sacrificiului. 

Codri de foamete se intind peste intreg Desertul de Simtiri 
ai Existentei. 

Zori fara Fumina prevestesc Annaghedonul Indoielilor la 
masa Regatului Nefericit al Banului. 

Berze ce nu mai aduc copii, rascolesc sangele codificat a fi 
inchisoarea Trupului. 

Fantasme isterice de Vorbe Goale, 
revolta Dantelele de Piatra ale Adevarului, 
ce vor sa fie reasezate, 
pe masa Nazuintelor unor Fraze, 
ce-si pun coatele pompoase pe ele, 
faramitandu-le. 
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41. Faleza Tragediei Fiintei 


Gheata de clestar a Scrisorii, 
incepe sa se mai topeasca sub patinele Gandurilor, 
ce fac adevarate salturi maiestuoase, 
in Palmile Viselor, 
ce-ar vrea sa cuprinda, 
fiecare bataie de Sfintenie, 
a inimii de Lumina Divina, 
aprinsa in Strainul din Noi, 
de vulcanul nestins al Meandrelor, 
ce erupe cu noi fraze, 
de care ne ferim, 
sa nu ne loveasca mortal, 
pe Faleza Tragediei Fiintei, 
unde ne imbracam, 
cu alte Clipe, 

decat cele pe care ar fi trebuit sa le purtam, 
in astfel de Momente. 
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42. Coltii Anilor 

Cand Dumnezeu iti ofera un dar se numeste Noroc, 
chiar daca acesta este Moarte. 

Sa fie Fericirea cea care a impartit anii Vietii in Clipe? 

As darui toate florile Viselor unui singur Zambet care sa 
inteleaga Sensul Amagirii. 

De ce Credinta imparte Iubirea in Pace si Razboi? 

Ce s-ar face Soarta fara coltii Anilor pusi sa o macine? 
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43. Lacomii nebune si meschine 
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Macaralele de Certitudini, 

ridica Angoasele Societatii de Consum, 

la inaltimea de unde pot deveni paravanul Patimilor, 

tintuite pe patul Razbunarii, 

de o cumplita boala a instrainarii de sine, 

ce pare ca ar fi lasat-o Pacatul Originar, 

al unei Creatii schioape, 

care a scos din tolba belsugului de chinuri, 

si ierarhia sociala. 


Lacomii nebune si meschine, 
seaca pana si Apa Vietii, 
crezand ca nu le va fi de ajuns, 
la Portile Justitiare ale Mortii, 
unde insetate vor bantui Existenta. 
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44. Ciolan 


Mirajul cainilor este ciolanul, 

care poate fi muscat, 

indiferent de natura Sufletului, 

care 1-a avut in trupul propriilor sale Clipe. 


De aceea s-au construit parlamente, 

unde taierea sau impartirea ciolanului, 

a devenit dintr-o treaba de rutina, 

candva, in ruina, 

una sociala, 

la fel de banala, 

precum este Moartea, 

mtr-o Lume huiduita c-ar apartine, 

prea mult Dreptatii, 

Libertatii si Egalitatii, 

ucise mai demult decat Vremea Vremurilor, 
de Fericirea unora. 
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45. Funie 


Un Lant de Interese, 

care nu-si intelege pe deplin verigile, 

este o simpla funie, 

buna de spanzurat Idealuri. 


Opozitia este sarea cu care se asezoneaza Suferinta, 
dupa gustul si mirosul, uzurpatorilor. 

Nu cauta niciodata Dreptatea in Justitie, 
fiindca aceasta este omeneasca si nu divina. 
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46. Sare amara 


Pleoapele Absurdului, 
lasa larg deschisi ochii Faradelegilor, 
ajunse la mare cinste, 
in puroiul social al Libertatii, 
orbita de toate posibilitatile, 
mai ales aceia de a alerga dupa Lacomie. 

Sarea amara a Existentei, 
cade in valurile Vanitatilor, 
peste flacarile Rostului unui Sens, 
care incendiaza Vieti, 
oferindu-le proaspat gatite, 

Mortii. 
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47. Heruvimi tristi 


Decor de natura moarta cu clovn, 

radacini destelenite, 

vandute strainatatilor pe nimic, 

fumuri umile ascund cenusile Pacatelor, 

ce-asupresc Cinstea, 

cu vanitatile lor, 

intr-o Societate de Consum Moarte, 
care spera intr-o Nemurire a Ticalosiei, 
meat s-a ajuns, 
sa-i fure pana si Existentei, 
menirea de a fauri Destin. 

Heruvimi tristi si patrioti in ale dumnezeirii, 
sunt dati afara de pe murii, 

Catedralelor Istovitoare de Matanii, 
de catre mucegaiul sfant al unei Credinte, 
a Nimanui, 

care se roaga la fiecare ploaie foe a sufletelor, 
sa nu le inunde Morala, 
ce-abia mai respira, 

la capataiul rece al Adevarului Minciunii. 
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48. Normalitate 


Trepti ce n-au cunoscut niciodata, 

Pasii grei ai Implinirii, 

sleiti de Adevar si garboviti de Clipe, 

asupresc orizonturile apuse, 

cu noi inaltimi ale vitrinelor sparte, 

de Visele, 

ce nu vor atinge niciodata, 
fruntile abatute si carunte, 
ale Muntilor de Iluzii ale Vietii, 
cu pana lor de nea otravita, 
care se inmoaie mereu, 
in Desertaciune, 

pentru a scrie Epistola Existentei, 

in bratele unui Timp, 

din ce in ce mai ingrozit si mai instrainat, 

de Cocosul cu gatul taiat, 

care da trezirea Diminetii unor Cosmaruri, 

ce urmeaza a fi traite, 

intr-o Lume unde nebunia este Normalitate. 
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49. Zi dupa Zi 


Mladite de Istorii, 
care ar fi putut deveni, 
mult mai promitatoare pentru Omenire, 
si pentru Devenire intru Adevarul Absolut, 
Fiinta, Sflntenie si Mantuire, 
vestejesc sub nasul cam, 
fara miros al unui Dumnezeu, 
caruia I se pare nonnal, 
ca Banul lipsit si el de simtul olfactiv, 
sa conduca Lumea. 

Ne hranim o viata cu Clipele putrezite, 

din Manastirile de Pasiuni, 

pline de Puroiul Existential al Instrainarii, 

ce n-a fost niciodata capabil, 

sa ne spuna adevarata poveste, 

a Minciunii la care ne inchinam Nasterea, 

pentru a putea muri, 

cate putin, 

Zi dupa Zi, 

pana cand ne va muri Moartea, 
prin deces. 
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50. La mana a doua 


Retorici de plumb, 
construiesc obuze existentiale, 
la Amvonul Onoarei, 

de a fi unsul unui Dumnezeu al Desertaciunii, 
pe frontul fara nume, 
al Societatii de Consum. 

Publicitatile vulgare, 
vand Vise insangerate, 
decapitate, 
injosind Fiinta, 
ce respira din belsug, 
aerul ozonat al Mortii, 
pentru a fi mumificata cat mai perfect, 
in malaxorul intereselor meschine, 
unde fiecare are un pret, 
la mana a doua, 
pentru a putea fi cumparat, 
cat mai ieftin, 
de Moarte. 
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51. Arcusuri risipite 


Altare sadice de dorinte ascunse, 
aprind cerul verighetelor insingurate, 
de fulgerele Existentei, 
viitorilor nenascuti, 
ce nu vor mai cunoaste niciodata, 
Lumea Avorturilor. 


Arcusuri risipite spre Nicaieri, 

inca isi mai amintesc de concertele Destinului, 

date in onoarea Fericirii, 

ce-au ajuns ingropate demult, 

in cimitirele pustii ale Non-Sensului Existentei, 

din Catedrala Mortii, 

unde unicul enorias este Etemitatea. 
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52. Clipe Sociale 


Tarmuri fara nume, 

roiesc in jurul Maternitatilor, 

dorind sa incatuseze Eternitatea, 

de unde vin nenascutii viitoarelor Vorbe Goale. 


Uraganele miscarilor de Clipe Sociale, 
matura Inertia Momentului, 
risipind tot ce a strans Iluzia Vietii, 
mai de pret pana acum, 

Desertaciunea, 
in locul careia Moartea, 
a introdus sistemul de autoservire, 
cu cele mai la moda Cimitire de Cuvinte, 
unde numarului Viselor care s-au sinucis, 
a devenit si mai mare, 
la talpile Adevarului Absolut. 
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53. Bon de plata 


Poduri de Vene ale Dezamagirii, 
intinse pe splaiurile trupului Sperantei, 
depasesc calamitatile zornaitoare ale Banilor, 
din paginile rupte de catre Destin, 

Vietii, 

drept bon de plata, 
pentru toate vicisitudinile Lumii, 
la Crasma Non- Sensului unei Existence, 
care desi a platit cu varf si indesat, 
onoarea de a fi stapana Timpului, 
tot a fost Inselata de catre Moarte, 
cu cateva Clipe de Etemitate, 
puse in buzunarul fara fund, 
al Suferintei. 
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54. Foamea de Ani 


Zorii de Cumetrii cu Vremurile, 
se topesc in santurile ridurilor, 
ce nu mai au nimic de declarat, 

Norocului, 

surghiunit a fi premeditat, 

de catre Dumnezeu, 

spre a castiga doar cine trebuie, 

la Loteria Absurdului Existentei, 

unde Durerea, 

a fost pusa in posesie, 

sa detina pana si Eternitatea, 

lozului castigator al Veninului, 

unei Clipe, 

ce nu se lasa dusa, 

din lacrimile celor multi, 

care si-ar dori si ei, 

o singura Stea de Fericire a lor, 

din infinitele de Galaxii, 

cazute de pe Cerul Adevarului Absolut, 

alungat mai demult decat Timpul, 

in iadul Simtamintelor, 

fiindca corectitudinea nu ar fi fost corecta, 

pentru un pumn de Viata, 

dat Mortii ca sa-si astampere, 

Foamea de Ani. 


183 



SORINCERIN - DEATH 


55. Timorat 


Deslusitul a devenit, 

tarana si noroi al Iluziei Vietii, 

pe cand Cunoasterea, 

un abur ce-ntregeste Ceata Mantuirii, 

de noi insine. 


Adevarul se ascunde timorat, 

de Dumnezeul unei Creatii, 

a Interesului meschin de a folosi Lumea, 

drept momeala a Faradelegii, 

ce-I spala si azi Oglinda Chipului, 

cu Intamplarile Unic Intamplatoare, 

din fantasmagoriile bolnavicioase, 

ale unui obsedat sexual narcisist, 

care-si naste Religii, 

dupa chipul si asemanarea Sa, 

unde pacea este mereu un Razboi, 

intretinut de Focul Sacru ce arde in sangele, 

care nu a clocotit niciodata pentru propriul Sine, 

incatusat si omis, 

de la masa unde se impart bucatele, 
adevarate, 

ale asa zisei iubiri Dumnezeiesti. 
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56. Lacat de Vise 


Nu sunt venin de Amintire, 
fiindca toate podurile dorului, 
due catre zodia Mortii mele. 

Nici stea cazatoare de Amurg, 
cand urmele Reveriilor, 
se vor desfata cu Tannin a Divina a Poeziei, 
unei gene de Iubire, 
pensata peste privirea unei Clipe, 
in eternitatea careia voi fi, 

Creator, 

spre a fi pusa la sanul, 

Adevarului Absolut, 
spre a-mi aduce Noroc, 
in Moartea de mine insami. 

Sunt Lacat de Vise, 
pentru Sperantele altei Lumi, 
unde voi privi Frumusetea si Fericirea, 
pe care multi dintre voi nu o vad, 
acum si aici in jurul, 
acestei Vremi a Vremurilor, 
unde va voi insoti, 
spre a nu deveni Esec, 
la talpile neintelese, 
ale unui Dumnezeu meschin. 
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57. Targuri de sfarsit de Lume 


Muguri de otrava, 

cresc pe spatele Ibovnicei Adevarului, 
strecurata prin sita Iluziei Vietii in Moarte, 
pentru a inflori drept Etemitate, 
ucigand fiecare Iubire, 
pentru a fi inlocuita, 
cu zidurile reci, 
igrasioase si impersonale, 
ale Bordelurilor de Vise, 
care ning, 

cu placerile carnale, 
ale Abatoarelor de Clipe, 
in targurile, 

de sfarsit de Lume ale Creatiei. 
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58. Caine schiop 


Caine schiop de Zile, 

cu palaria Destinului trasa peste capul lovit, 
de pietrele Hranei, 

traversez strada descompusa a cimitirelor de Muscate, 

care par a nu mai musca de o vesnicie, 

glastrele sparte ale Norocului, 

incinerat la ceas de Soarta, 

in colivia inchisa a Viitorului, 

pentru ca-i datora acestuia, 

derizoria suma de Sperante, 

pe care le-ar fi cheltuit nesabuit, 

la caruselul unor Adevaruri ale Durerii, 

care se dadeau drept fete mari ale Fericirii, 

in orasul murdar si aprins de Ploile de Foe, 

ale invidiei, maniei si prostiei, 

ce-aduceau o atmosfera lacustra, 

de crematoriu al Implinirilor, 

revansarde, 

prin care pluteam, 

inecandu-ma incetul cu incetul. 
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59. Tacerea si Singuratatea 


Tepii veninului Mahalalei, 

au devenit ocrotiti de legea prostituata cu norma intreaga la 

Bordelul saraciei, 

de pe aleea unor priviri obscene, 

ce folosesc monedele macabre ale cimitirelor de Clipe, 

pentru a plati Destinul, 

proprietar al stabilimentului Mortii de Sine. 

Doar cate o copita de armasar al Dezolarii, 
mai sparge Tacerea si Singuratatea de cremene, 
pana cand Amurgul razvratit, 
vine si le loveste una de alta, 
scotand scantei, 

care dau sa aprinda stelele Noptii, 
din sufletele pierdute la jocurile de noroc, 
ale unei Creatii, 
ce pare a Nimanui. 
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60. Adevar obez 


Tulpini de virusi vand boli la pret de specula, 
in targul uitat al Depravarii. 

Naframe joviale vor sa te convinga, 

ca Infasoara capete de Cer ale Libertatii, 

care au avut candva propriile Ganduri, 

amanetate acum de catre necrutatorul Timp, 

atat de avar, 

meat nu ar da o Clipa, 

fara suprapret, 

Adevarului obez, 

ce mai cerseste macar o singura Minciuna, 
pe care o prajeste dupa reteta Destinului, 
lasand in urma, 
binefacatoarea Moarte. 
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61. Unicul Sens 


Nu Viata arunca zarurile Mortii ci invers. 

Toate durerile sau bucuriile nasterii Simtamintelor, 
din aceasta Lume a Desertaciunii, 
nu valoreaza nici cat o farama de Moment, 
furat Eternitatii, 

fata de sufletul adevaratei Iubiri, 
unicul Sens, 

pentru care stim ca existam, 
pribegi, 

in praful unui drum, 
ce adesea pare al Nimanui, 
dar care va deveni trecutul nostru, 
de firul caruia, 

ne vom spanzura toate Clipele, 
care si-au pierdut, 
virginitatea Eternitatii, 
evitandu-le in nebunia, 
plina de frenezie a Existentei, 
pentru a realiza la urma, 
cat nesfarsit am pierdut. 
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62. Riduri 


Santuri adanci sapate in ridurile unor Trairi, 
due ce a mai ramas, 
din Apa Secata si Uscata a Vietii, 
crezand ca vor reinvia, 

Clipa, 

care a ramas doar o istorie, 

stiuta de cele mai batrane Iluzii ale Vietii, 

ce evita sa o destainue noilor Desertaciuni, 

duse la vale de puhoaiele de Patimi, 

in cu totul alte riduri, 

ce vor fi sarutate, 

de buzele Cuvintelor inghetate, 

din ce in ce mai straine, 

crezand ca asta inseamna cu adevarat, 

Iubire. 
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63. Ochii Cerului 


Ce poate fi material in aceasta Lume, 
cand Iubesti cu adevarat? 

Cuvantul in care ne trezim, 
privind Zorii gelosi, 
ca nu pot iubi si ei, 
sau florile Zambetului, 
din coltul gurii de vis a Norilor, 
ce-aduc Primaverile in vietile noastre? 

Sau poate Ochii Cerului, 

ce-si deschid ferestrele senine din priviri, 

spre a primeni Lumina Divina a Desavarsirii, 

unor suflete, 

fericite de Dumnezeu, 

sa fi aflat Sensul Existentei, 

ca fiind Iubire, 

a carei unica Eternitate, 

depaseste Moartea. 
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64. Barfe 


Genunchii obositi ai Privirilor iscoditoare, 

barfesc la Piata Igrasiei, 

de langa templul sfant al Adevarului Nestiut. 

Unele spun ca Cerul, 
ar avea buzunarele prea adanci, 
sapate in sutanele preotilor de Momente, 
altele ca n-ar fi trebuit invitata Moartea, 
la Parastasul Iubirii, 
ce tocmai s-ar fi inecat, 
de prea multa incredere, 
in Etemitate. 


Orice ai face, 

nu e indeajuns de Bine ca sa fie Rau, 

striga Existenta boschetara, 

cersind trecatorilor, 

cateva Nasteri in plus, 

neavand cu ce sa-si hraneasca Timpul, 

luat de suflet inca de la inceputuri. 
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65. Trandafiri Neintelesi 

9 9 


Care de Nori pline cu suflete nenascute, 
se inghesuie la portile Absurdului acestei Lumi, 
fund sigure ca transporta Lumina, 
pentru ca Istoriile sa poata citi noi pagini, 
din Marea Creatie a Mortii. 

Potcoavele ruginite si-au pierdut Norocul, 

in cazinoul Existentei, 

care a obosit sa mai bata atatea drumuri, 

pentru fiecare Destin in parte, 

iar caii Iluziei Vietii au ramas nepotcoviti, 

rupandu-si copitele murdare ale Pasiunilor, 

in tepii trandafirilor neintelesi ai Iubirilor. 
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66. Fiinta de Lumina Divina 

9 


Sicrie de Cer se-ndreapta tacute, 
insingurate si parasite, 
spre cimitirele Inimii, 
ducand Amintirile, 
unei Ploi de Foe a Iubirii, 
ce a ramas a nimanui, 
bantuind gradinile incaruntite, 
ale Sufletelor, 

unde nici Iarba Uitarii nu mai creste. 

Ramasaguri de petale moarte, 
puse pe seama Remuscarilor, 
vor sa devina aripile Zborului, 
peste implinirea naturii, 

Fiintei de Lumina Divina, 
fara de zodii, anotimpuri, 
sau Moarte, 
pe care am pierdut-o, 
poate, 

dintotdeauna in noi. 
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67. Ore de chin 


Cenusa Cuvintelor a devenit, 
esenta Focului Sacru, 
al Cunoasterii, 

din care am plamadit argila olarului, 
transformandu-1 intr-un ulcior, 
pentru Clipele insetate de Adevar, 
ce spala picioarele Timpului, 
care ne-a calcat cu greutatea Nemuririi, 
Viata, 

pentru a li predata Mortii, 
dupa chipul si asemanarea ei, 
devenind un fel de Dumnezeu, 
al Neantului. 

Lungi fete de masa, 
politicieni de vaza, 
ranjesc meschin, 
in timp ce arunca zarurile Sortii, 
noilor ceasuri, 
stricate din nastere, 
spre a hnpodobi mainile batatorite, 
de muncile Existentei, 
cu noi ore de chin. 
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68. Oprelisti 


Roadele Pomului Sacru al Vietii, 
au putrezit dinainte de nastere, 
ramanind doar neantul Iluziei Vietii, 
in care ne ducem pasii, 
ce este dinainte de toate, 
adevarata Moarte, 
iar Moartea, 

Viata pe care n-am avut-o cu adevarat niciodata. 


Oprelisti reci si tardive, 
nascocite de Creatia Lui Dumnezeu, 
ne impanzesc cu existenta, 
unui Univers al Constiintei, 
cu o multime de Catedrale ale Intrebarilor, 
unele frustrate, 
altele abatute, 
unele chiar perverse, 
dar toate, 

fara mariajul Raspunsului, 
privind Adevarul Absolut. 

De ce? 
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69. La Loteria Desfraului Politic 


Si Gheata Mortii poate raci de noi insine, 

devenind febrila, 

arzandu-ne pasii Amintirilor, 

cu Ploaia de Foe a Iubirii, 

unicul Sens al Existentei, 

motiv pentru care avem nevoie, 

mai mare de Moarte decat de Uitare. 

Aplauzele isterice ale Renasterii, 

ridica a nu stiu cata oara Cortina Deznadejdii, 

peste capetele Zilelor solitare, 

ce joaca de cand lumea la Loteria Desfraului Politic, 

tinuta de Slintii Parinti ai Bordelului, 

denumit pompos, 

Religie. 
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70. Cimitirul Cuvantului Creatiei 


Bulevarde largi de Zile, 

ale dezmostenitilor Sortii, 

nascuti intr-o Lume a Nimanui, 

parem statui de ceara furata de Existenta, 

de la lumanarile pentru Parastas, 

ale Mortii din noi Insine. 

Catafalce pline de Iubiri mistuitoare, 
stau asezate in capelele Nimanui, 
ce-ar fi putut da Sens atator Vieti, 
prin Moarte. 

Pana si Lacrimile au parasit, 

Cimitirul Cuvantului Creatiei, 
spunand ca in loc de A Fost, 
il prefera pe A Deveni, 
cucoane bogate in Desertaciunea Banului. 
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71. Pe aratura 


Plugurile tariilor ara gradele, 
pe gaturile de lebada ale semnelor de intrebare, 
care stau cochete, 
cocotate in paharul spart, 
pe cimentul rece al Gandurilor, 
pentru a aduce Noroc, 

Dezolarii, Putrefactiei, 

Distrugerii si Regretelor, 
atator si atator Iluzii ale Vietii, 
in drumul lor spre Moarte. 

Campuri de virgule, 
ramase Parloaga, 

par a naufragia intr-o deriva a Nimanui, 
printre Vorbele Goale, 
prostituate de lux, 
ale Bordelului Existentei, 
asezate in vitrinele naclaite, 
de prafurile Sperantelor, 
trase pe nas, 
de Remuscari. 
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72. Aripile pescarusilor 


Pescarusii Viselor, 
imbata Orizonturile, 
cu aripile albe si imaculate ale Clipelor, 
ce-si cauta disperate vapoarele, 
pierdute ale Ochilor de Cer, 
inchisi pentru totdeauna, 
de furtunile destrabalate si meschine, 
ale Norilor de suflete cernite, 
la parastasul unei Iubiri, 
pe care n-a cunoscut-o niciodata, 

Nimeni. 

Doar porturile Intrebarilor, 
mai asteapta cate o pana, 
din Simtirile ce au fost undeva - candva, 
ale unor aripi, 
ce nu se vor mai reintoarce, 

Niciodata. 
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73. Locomotiva unui Cuvant 


Locomotiva unui Cuvant, 
a fost trasa pe linie Moarta, 
in asteptarea vagoanelor unor Momente, 
cand recolta de Zambete, 
va reveni din nou la normal, 
fara sa intereseze pe Nimeni, 
ca-i rugineste Adevarul Absolut, 
iar rotile ce erau candva de foe, 
au inceput sa stinga Clipa Etemitatii, 
lasand in locul lor, 
doar fumul Dezamagirii, 
ce se indrepta spre Nicaieri, 
in speranta ca va gasi iarasi, 
pasii acelui Cuvant, 
care se numea Iubire, 
si par a fi disparut, 
fara nici o urma, 
atat de demult 
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74. Medicament pentru raceala 


Ferestrele Cerului isi sterg 
lacrimile Ploilor de Foe, 
de pe fata Norilor, 
lasand Lumina Divina, 
sa imbratiseze Lumea unei Etemitati, 
din Inima me a. 

Albine jucause si sprintene, 

rasfoiesc cu frenezie, 

fiecare floare a Privirii tale, 

crescuta in Cimitirul Singuratatii, 

unde Moartea devenise cel mai bun sfatuitor, 

colectand mierea Zambetelor, 

crispate si intrebatoare, 

un adevarat medicament, 

folosit in caz de raceala sufleteasca, 

a Focurilor din Simtiri. 
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75. intruparea Eternitatii 


in Societatea de Consum, 

Libertatea este ghetoul implinirii, 
de unde izvorasc, 
inchisorile Sperantelor, 
cu aripile frante, 
ale tradarii de propriul Sine. 

Doar portile deschise ale Mortii, 
pot aduce adevaratul Liber Arbitru, 
care sa cladeasca Viata Spirituala, 
incepand cu Nesfarsitul 
si continuand cu intruparea Eternitatii, 
fara de timpi sau spatii, 
religii sau catedrale ale Moralei, 
doar cu Adevarul Absolut. 
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76. Aer respirabil 


La concertul Viselor, 
exista doar instrumentele muzicale, 
ale Iluziilor Vietii, 
dezacordate si deteriorate, 
de catre Existenta, 
prin Liberul Arbitru, 
dat spre a sti, 
ca Viata are limite, 
in Mo arte. 

Se canta doar aria Instrainarii de Sine, 

pana cand spectatorii tristi si debusolati, 

isi cauta cate un teritoriu, 

unde sa se refugieze, 

de raceala notelor musicale, 

grave si eronate, 

ale Angoasei si Absurdului, 

ce-au devenit aerul respirabil, 

al Vremii Vremurilor. 
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77. Parastase de credite 


Constiinta a devenit, 

Catedrala Liberului Arbitru, 
unde Visele devin, 

Realitatea Iluziei Vietii, 
iar Implinirile, 
nu mai sunt in Iubiri, 
ci in Mataniile adresate Sfantului Ban. 

Slujbele religiei Bancilor, 

se tin doar cu usile Adevarurilor inchise, 

de lacatele Absurdului si Dezolarii, 

din care se incheaga, 

noile averi ale Desertaciunilor, 

ce-i vor aduce Mortii, 

parastase de credite, 

tot mai sofisticate si mai luxoase, 

printre cavourile miliardarilor, 

ce-si etaleaza bogatia in cimitire, 

devenind cei mai avuti dintre morti. 
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